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AT THAT MOMENT CAME THE REPORT OF A GUN, AND THE SAVAGE DRUTE 


"TWIXT TWO LOVES. 
deals 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


CHAPTER I. 
HARRYS CHAMBERS, 
Ir was twelve o'clock 





the sound of which did nob heighten Mrs. 
Bouncer’s respecting the hour her duties 


hopes 
-} would ba completed ; but after half an hour's 


interval, ducing which the delicacy prepared for 
her master’s morning meal had been carried to 
kitchen to be kept hot, Harry himself made 


appearance, 
“By Jove! Mrs. Bouncer, I didn’t know it 
late!" be said, as that lady returned 
the breabfast, and not a particularly 
on her thin face. 
should think not, sir; and such a 
as this too,” 
any notice of the implied 


Fipl bf 7 
ie ; 


F 


eae. 
the old if a day,” he growled, send- 
direction as the bacon, at the 
gulped down a cup of tea with 
evjoyment ; after which he gave bis 
to the letters which had arrived by 


HH, 
FY 
ze 





ROLLED OVER, DEAD, 


that morniog’s post, and several of these being 
encaved fn biue oe were con- 
temptucusly aap sao. whilst he eagerly broke. 
the seal of one written ins friendly and familfar 
hand, 


It was headed, ‘‘ Baxton Hall, August 1), 
"84," and ran thas :— 


"Dear Hanay,— 
at “You rape — alive in Aemy) with 
mercury eighty fn the shade, e down, 
old fellow ; we shall be delighted to ese you, aud 
a country blow will do you all the good in the 
world, Shan’t take a refusal, eo shali expect you 
by the 1 30 train from London to-morrow, or 
the next day at the latest, Shall be on the look- 
out for you at the station, 80 don’t disappoint.— 


Yours truly, 
“Pare Harrres.” 
‘'T ghall go,” decided Harry, refolding the 


letter. “As he says, the beat here is unbear- 
able, and I feel deuced seedy, there's no mis- 
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take; besides, it will be an easy way of throwing 


off the set. 

By this set, meant to infer that he 
had, through an o — ago = and a 
superflalty of spare to excesces 
through the evil influence of a society into 
which he had recklessly plunged, the conse- 
quences of which had already to leave its 
matks in the tell-tale beginning to show 
even now on his youthful counteuasice, whilst his 
true friends unsuccessfully strove to make him 

aware of his folly. 

Amongst the latter was Fred Harbree, who had 
loved bim from the time they were merry, open 
hearted boys at school, and who, at the risk of 
pe pas, the friendship of years, had endeavoured 

© open his eyes to the fact that those men who 
Mee ra his footsteps were merely making him 
the tool of their own extravagances, 

His father, his sole surviving parent, after 
repeatedly paying his debts, vowed on 
next occasion that he was appealed to for that 
purpore that be would disown him altogether—a 
threat which had been made and never carried 
outso frequently that Harry knew he bad but to 
pavorctbany 2 as the prodigal eon, and the old 
gentieman would aot only egain release him from 
the hands of the Jews, but would kill the fatted 
calf in his honour, 

But with Harry ali his follles and graver faults 
fell into insignificance with bis dearest friends, 
when once in their society ; for blame him as they 
thight there was an frresistible pleaeure in his 
presence which none could withstand, establishing 
him 24 favourite wherever he went. 

Hartree was but two years his senior, but 
at thirty he was a staid, business man, whilst 
Harry was as fond of a joke, and fall of fun, as 


pe ete lad of eighteen ; bat this very | 


difference In thelr dispoeitions appeared to link 
them closer together, and create that infiaence 

which the former had held over him. 

“What « relief it-will be to have a little 
quiet!” Harry continved, sfier again perusing 
his frlend’s letter, “for I have been going i» 
rather ;” snd looking in the red on rieing 
from the table, the reflection of his handsome 
face seamed to affurd him anything but satis- 
faction, he looking, to use his own expression, 
“os though he had been drawn through a horse- 


“T am not af home to anyone this morning, 
Bouncer,” he aald, as a double knock resounded 
on his outer door, and after the innocent un- 
truth had been faithfully conveyed to the great 
annoyance of the early visitor, that lady was 
informed thav her services were required to pack 
ber master’s portmanteau, at he was leaving town 
that evening, whea he dispatched a hasty tele- 
gram to Fred to inform him of his arrival. 

To wait till the morrow with would 
have been Impossible. Everything he undertook 
waa carried out on the epur of the moment, and 
had he waited until the time specified in the 
letter of the former the chances were ten to one 
he would never have put in an sppearance ab 
Baxton Hall ; besides, the resolve which was now 
firm fo his mind to break with the fast com- 
pavions who were leading him on the easy road to 
ruin would, did be not put it Into forces at once, 
have inevitably evaporated with the settiog sun. 

The other letters eursorily glanced over, Harry 

proceeded to answer the sams’ with promises of 
ras settlement, thus giving to his mind a 
temporary relief, if not te that of his creditors, 
when a knock, gentler than the former, resounded 
on the outer door, and Mra. Bouncer entered soon 
afer to say that a young lady wanted to see 
him, and she wouldn't take no for an answer— 
an assertion confirmed by the young !ady hervelf, 
who had followed ia the landlady’s footsteps. 

“T knew the old woman was tolling a false- 
hood,” she said, as, on the latter withdrawing, 
she clasped Harry's extended hand. “I am in 
such trouble, [ could not help coming to you; 
bu you are not cross, dear, are you?” and she 
looked into hee companion’s face, on which the 
annoyance her visit had caused was plainly 
visible, whilst the tears started to her eyes. 

“Oh } uo,” replied the latter, the tone be- 
lying the words he uttered, “I am not croes, but 
1 don’t like girls coming to my chambers unin- 





a og , F told you if you wanted anything to 


ng ee did,” said the girl, dropping into 
the chair he placed oh ys “ but I could not tell 
you all ins lester,” and she burat into tears. 

“Well, don’t cry,” he sdded. “TI hate to see 
women cry,” and he moved impatiently towards 
the room where Mra, Bouncer was supposed to 
be occupied fn her packing operations, bub who 
had moved so suspiciously from age keyhole of 
the one he had just quitted that she was informed 
that would do, she could go, and, sfter seeing the 
good lady safe off the premises, "Harry returned 

to his visltor, who was valuly endeavouring to 
poo her emotion. 

“For Heaven’s sake, Hetty, don’t make a 
scene |” he said, seating himself opposite to the 


weeping girl. 

“Don’t make a scene, indeed |” she ‘replied, 
through her tears, “and you hate to see women 
cry? Yea, yes, that is alwaye whats man says. 
Harry Wingrove, I wish I had never seen, you ; 
you almost make me say I hate you.” 

She had risen from her chair now, her eyes 
flashing through the moisture pervading them, 
whilst the colour deepened beneath her clear 


olive skin. 
“Tean't help it if you "was the reply ; 
“but I don’s think you ” changing sud- 
3 and there was the old charm In his voice, 
which was as music to the girl’s ears, which made 
her forget her misery, her position, all bud the 
love she felt for him. 
“Come here,” he added, motioning her to a 
seat on the couch he occupied, “and tell me 
aletly all about it. I daresay ft fs nothing very 
after all,” 
“ “You sre nob angry with me, then?” she 
a happy emile, like a transient gleam 
of sunlight passing over her countenance, as 
i bir bidding she leant her head on his broad 


" Poor Uttle girl!” he said, soothingly, while 
paseing his hand over her soft dark curls. “I 
am pot angry. Now, then, tell me this dreadful 
trouble, and we will see what can be done.” 

“ And you do love me, Harry?” she asked. 

** Have I not told youso!” he replied, eva- 
sively, Imprinting @ kiss on her smooth forehead, 
and in truth at the moment Harry felt there was 
no one so dear to him as this little milliner’s 
assistant, and be thought no girl he had ever seen 
half so handsome. 

ae you will marry me, Harry?” she con- 
tinued 

“Marry you! Of course, some day, Hetty, 
but there’s plenty of time to think about that 
You are only eighteen, but,” and he quickly 
changed the subject, “you have not told me 
what you came to me for this morning.” 

“To tell you I have left Madame’s.: The fore- 
woman told her that a gentleman brought me 
home long after hours last night, and she dis- 
missed me this morning, sayfng such cruel things 
too,” and Hetty again burst into tears. “ Not 
that I care for her, the horrid old thing |!” she 
added, passionately ; “‘ but my mother, oh! my 
poor mother, it will break her heart.” 

“ Nonsense, Hetty, it will be all right; you 
will soog yet another situation, and till you do 
neither you por your mother shall want, you 
know that,” asid Harry, drawing her towards 


bim. 

s “Oh! it is not that, ft fs nob that,” she cried, 
lifting her head from his shoulder, whilss she 
whispered in his ear, after which they both re- 
maiced wrapt in their own thoughts, Hetty’s 
sobs alone breaking the silenca. 

“ Have you been to your mother elnce leaving 
Madame |” Harry asked, after awhile. , 

“No,” was the reply ; I felt I must see you 
first.”’ 

“Well, then, go home now like a good girl. I 
am going out cf town for a short time, That 
wiil keep you goivg fora week or so,” and he 
placed two five-pound notes in her hand, “and 
when I comeback we will see what can be done.” 

* Bat oh ! Harry !” che cried, letting the notes 
fall on her lap as she encircied her arms round 
hia ueck, “tell me you will make me your wife 
then? You will, won’s you, darliog?” she 





pleaded, her soft eyes looking into his, her whole 
soul reating on his answer, 

But it came so-low, eo indistincd, that she 
knew not its import, as resting alone on the faith 
she had in Aim, whose love was her very life, she 
thought but of the blise of that moment in whic! 
he held her in his — a, imprinted burning 
kisses on her ruby with the 
memory slove to Face ce Brora Pane 
Sion 00 toesh Ob Goede bak, en 
the sorrowful face 
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the hot summer afternoon wes 
cooler evening, and with a hasty at the hour 
he adjourned to the nner room to complete the 
pecking arreagemangy Mrs, Bouncer had com- 


een ae 


CHAPTER IL. 
BAXTON, 


Baxtom was but a quiet country village, and 
boasted of nothivg beyond its ancient church, 
round which the ivy clung in affectionate embrace, 
covering beneath its evergreen mantle the decay 
which time had brought so the holy edifice, I 
close proximity was the Inn, from which a coach 
started twice a week to ‘the market town, » 
distance of ten miles, 

The Hall, not less ancient than the church, 


pica ~— cana casa. Nop lente 
to > amongsd.the gentlemen’ 
residences which were dotted here and there in the 
little hamlet, leaving ample reom for the humbie 
farmers’ and more humbie labourers’ homes, with- 
“with the spactous lawns and 
plantations surrounding the former, < 

The inhabitants of Bax ton, however, went wit! 
the times, and a twuseh Sila line had beer 


proposed a f fro: 
Stuthem ; + tat shen — ‘ould col te 
Aathon a WSiccntighen dine ane 


but a distance from Sve. Mision, she petpeal- 

tion was svon atandoned, and the old each stil} 
retained io office, and when the great folks ex- 
ete ge by train a conveyance wag sent for 


Tee on the present occasion, Fred Hartree 
was awaiting che ectival of the London express, 
haviog immediately on receipt of Harry's tele- 
em with dogeart and servant to meet 


He had arrived but a few moments when the 
whistle sounding and 4 certain bustle on ihe 
platform announced that “she was a-comin’,” 
as the replied, in answer to Fred’s ques- 
tion as to whether fo was the train from Loudon 
that waa expected, and a second or two after 
- was grasplug the hand of his boyhood’s 
riend. os 

*80 glad to see you, old fellow!” he ssid. 
“T waa so delighted that I wasn’t out when your 
telegram arrived. Here, John,” he condoued, 
addressing the servant, ,* put Mr. Wingrove’s 
portmanteau in the trap,” when, linking his arm 
within that of the latter, he led him through the 
station. 

“ How delicious {t is here after London |” said 
Harry, when, after returning his friend's greet- 
ing, and having seated penta apes ma i 
they were speeding along country a 
fresh, cool bre-ze stirring the branches of the 
stately trees which extended over their heads, 
and waving the golden oate still untouched by 
acythe or sickle, 

“What a lovely place!" sald Harry, ae the 
grounds of Sir Anthony Tyford, marti ‘its rich 
belt of foliage, through which the mansion but 
peeped within, came in view, ite slope of velvet 
green extending to where the silver water 
giistened beneath the rays of. the reclining 
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ove her 
“Yes, Queenic was @ lucky girl co & ve 
tot cast in such pleasant places,” wa the 


oe Goente { Youdon’t mean your little 4 rt” 
exclaimed his companion, “ with whom I to 
be a great favourite in the happy a ee » % 





eo often passed at your father’s in 
gchool-days?” } 

“The very 
answered, " You must know, when the governor 
was going, he made her promise to marry hia old 
friend Sir Anthony Tyford, a promise, I believe, 
the latter drew from my father in consideration 
chat an enormous deb» which the latter had 
incurred would be thus cancelled.” 

6 And was Queenie sgreeabie to this mercantile 
arrangement!” asked Harry. 

** You maatn’s put it exactly in that light,” 
sald Fred, glving the horse such an unexpected 
end undeserved taste of the whip that the man 
sitting with arins folded ab the back of the trap 
was nearly precipitated Into the roadway. 

“ Qaeenie can scarcely be looked on fa the 

genes of a martyr,” Fred continued. “ She had 
no one she was eweet on, and by merely uttering 
that magic word ‘yes’ she becomes mistress of 
a splendid estate, with a rent-roll of thirty 
thousand a-year, and a husband who dotes on 
ber like an old idiot, and gratifies her every 
whim.” 
But Harry made no reply, his mind wandering 
back to those happy days, scarcely ten years 
eluce, when Queenie, a Hitle fatry with long 
golden curls aud very short frocks, was a!moat 
bis constant companion in the bird-nesting and 
cabbit-hunting expeditions when on a visit to 
Bsxton Hall; 
the old church, and other familiar landmarks, 
assuring him they hed nearly arrived ab their 
destination. 

“Here we are at last!” said Fred, —a 
ap where s large gate of massive iron divid 
them from the cool, rich green of the grounds, 
in the midet of which stood the house itself 
and then, as the groom opened and closed the 
«ame after them, they -dashéd up the driva 
where, at the sound of their wheels, the 
of the latter was opened hospitably to receive 


Mrs, Hartree came into the entrance 





him like the voices 
Ac - ‘ 





same, my dear fellow,” Fred } eurpriee ft 


will excuse her,”’ 
fasts tn her room. 


& gloom over his feelings which he was 
unable tocast from him, Aud he was not sorry, 
on the ladies retiriog for the night, to accp) 
Fred's invitation to smoke a cigar on the terrace 
before following their example. 

**We must drive over to Sir Anthony’s to- 
morrow,” sald the latter, while filling the air 
with the aroma of his choles cigar. ‘‘ What a 
will be to Queenie!” 

I have no doubt but that Lady Tyford has 


a ot only endirely forgotten me, but wil also fail 


me when we meet,” 


bo, Fecoguise 

& ‘Nob ashe,” Fred replied, confidently ; ‘* for 
you 4 Bust know you were a great favourite with 
her la ‘yship, and |’ilbet you ten to one in double 
the naa ther of years she would still remember 
the face, her cavalier, as she ured to call you. 
Another 2,” he added, “‘and I think we had 


You muet be tired, old 


better get , indoors, 
fellow, and h* ie growing damp and chilly.” 


Harry, to » bom early hours were uoknown, 


felt anything ta? dispoeed to follow his friend’s 
advice, But, ach ‘vg on the principle that when 
in Rome you must do as Rome does, fh was not 
Jong before hia hean’ was resting on the downy 
pillow in the afry roo,2 allotted him. 


Steep was out of th? question, it kept aloof 


from his eyelids ; until, entirely worn ont with 
tossing and turning, he a," Jast fell into a slamber 
as the grey streaks of earh’ dawn streamed into 
his apartment. 


And in his eleep he saw (ucenie, surrounded 


by water, which roee bigher and higher until 
nothiog but her fair face was visible ; whilst an 
old map, with tears streaming down his wrinkled 
face, stood on the river’s bauk stretching ous his 
arnis, bat unable to save her. And Harry thought 
she cast her eyes imploringly to him, and he 
Gazhed into the stream, encirc\ing her in his 
strong arms as the waves were about to close 
over her for ever. 


Bat when he laid her on the soft grass to 


gaze into the eyes uplifted to his own, they were 
not the eyes of Q icenis, 
facs of Hetty Linton ! 


Tt was the white, dead 


CHAPTER III, 
QUEENIE, ‘ 
A aertce kneck at his door soon aroused A 


to the facs that it was broad daylight, with a 


sun his golden rays into his 


room in defiance of ths Venetian biinds which 
endeavoured to keep them out, 


“To fs nine o'clock, sir!” was the servant's 


response to hia inquiry respecting the hour, as 
she placed the hot-water jig on the washing- 
stand, when no sooner had the door closed after 
her than he hastily arove, feeling sure that ft wa: 
fearfully late for Bsxton, Aad he was not sorry 
on descending to the breakfast-room to find that 
he was not the last—a self-congratalation, how- 
ever, which he did not long enjoy, as Helen, afcer 
proceeded 


the morning’s salutations, to form 
| the réle of hostess at the same time » ehe 
apologised for her mother’s absence. 


* Mamma is not very strong. and trusts you 
she said, **as she always break- 


have enjoyed an hour fa the garden, quite as 
pleasant before as after breakfast,” 


repess ; 
ing as fresh as the roses they had placed at their 
throats, with the dew 

whilst scenes in the happy pt were recalied 
from their graves and merrily discussed. 


remained some time over the morning's 
the girls, ia their eambric look- 


still on their leaves; 


Baw atill Harry could not get that wretched 


dream out of his mind; until later on, when 
left to himeelf for a short while, he found him- 
self wondering whether it was reality, and he 
was not sorry 


when Fred, re-entering the room, 
should drive to Tyford Park 


we shali not eee you till 
” gaid Georgie, coming in at the 


ie 


same time; “for Queenie fs sure to fuaist on 
your staying the day.” 

* Perhaps not,” Fred answered. 

And a short time later the dog-carhb was 
brought to the hall-door, and Harry with his 
friend mounted the eame. 

“ Good-bye ; give our love ta Qavenie,” oried 
Helen and Georgie, kiesing their hands to thetr 
brother, to which Harry responded by waving 
his as they dashed down the drive. 

There was a slight breexs, which ran along the 
golden corn and made the leaves to rustle in the 
branches over their heads, whilst the fleecy 
clouds skimmed the dark blue of the firmament 
above ; antin the enjoymen) which the beauty 
of the summer morning inziilied in his breast, 
Harry forgot ali forebodings of iil, forgot the 
secret which the girl whose dead face he bad seen 
in his dream had whispered in bis car ; remem- 
bering alone that he was on his way to Queenie, 
the playmate and little love of his youth, eur- 
rounded by the beauties of nature, and in the 
poseession of all that was necessary to make lif 
enjoyable, 

Fred was in the best of spirits, as Hvely as bis 
companion, making the drive appesr even too 
short when Tyford Park came in view. 

Tae lodge gates were quickly opened, and on 
emerging from the dense growth of shrubbery all 
the beauties of the former became visible. 

The large expanse of velvet award, on which 

gigantic oaks reared their stately brauches, 
beneath which the sheep graged in happy ic- 
dolence ; whilst trees of smalicr growth were 
dotted here and there until they reached a 
stream of silvery water, shiuing and shimmeriog 
in the sunlight, 
A servant in knee-breeches and cilk stockings 
answered the door on their arrival at the maa- 
sion itself, who immediately conducted them to 
a spacious drawing. room, opening to a conserva- 
tory, where hot-house flowere in rare beauty 
exhaled their fragrance from within 

Ao old tleman rose from his seab by the 
open window as Mr, Hartree was announced, 
who cordially grasped Fred's hand, whilst he 
bowed in recognition of Harry’s introduction. 
He was between efxty and seventy, and the 
latter could not euppresa a sligut start when, in 
the wrinkled face and white hair of Sir Anthony, 
he recognised the man in his dream, but the 
kindiy welcome he gave him to Tyford Park, 
and the benevolent expreesion visible on hia 
countenance, made his heart warm towards hin, 
notwithstanding the sacrifice he considered 
Q ieenfe had been called upon to make, 

* Lady Tyford will be here in 4 moment,” he 
seid, addreesing himself to Harry, whom Fred 
had explained was a very oid friend of the 
former, in fact children together, and, before 
the same could make apy reply, the door opened, 
and Queenie entered, 

Queenie ! the same fairy, but of larger growth, 
her golden halr rippling unconfined in massive 
waves over the white morning dress the wore, 
as it had done over the short frocks of eight 
years before, but the eyes, Harry thought, 
seemed sadder, until on eeelng Fred the old light 
retarned to them, and the colour deepened 
beneath her fair skin. 

“TI should have known you anywhere, Mr, 
Wingrove,” she sald, as she grasped the extended 
hand of the former, in anewer to her brother's 
query if she recognized an old friend, and then 
she proceeded te tell Sir Anthony somes of the 
adventures in which ehe aud Harry had taken 
part. ‘‘O! course, you will stay the day? ” she 
said, ringing the bell, to give ordere that the 
horse and trap should be taken round to the 
stables, 

“OF course, if you say so,” laughed Sir 
Avthony ; then, turning to Harry, ‘for what- 
ever Lady Tyford says is always law, Mr, Win- 
grove,” he added. 

‘*Queente still, I cee,” anawered the Satter ; 
but as the familiar name crossed hia lips, an 
expression paseed over the Bsronet’s coun- 
tenance which made him address her bat as Lady 
Tyford for the remainder of their visit. 

“ You must come and see some of my pets,” 
she sald, addressing Harry, “you know how 








fond I always was of dumb animals, and the 
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‘weather fg too beautiful to pass the time in 
the house, Are you coming, dear!” she added, 
rising. 

The iatter sentence was addreised to Sir 
Anthony, bud begging to be excused, owing to 
rheumatism, from w he was a greab sufferer, 
Fred agreed to remain with the latter. 

“ Come along then, Mr. W: »” sald her 
ladysbip, as stepping from the open window, she 
bid Harry follow. 

“ Have you grown out of the knowledge of my 
mother and sieters}"’ she aske?, while they 
passed on through tastefully-arranged flower- 
eds, exhaling the richest perfumes, to where, 
through a gate leadiog to a clean paved yarh 
they came to the kennels of Queenie’s canine 


ta. 
wel don’t think so,” Harry replied, as a 
combined bark of welcome from canine throats 
heralded the approach of the dog’s mistrezs ; 
*' but then, you must know, they expected me, 
which you did not, Lady Tyford.” 

She tarned from the carese of a large New- 
feundiand, which had placed his nose in her 
baud, 

* Please don't call me that,” she said, " ib 
sounds so formal }’” 

“Bat you see, our positions are so changed 
now,” Harry answered, “and I do not think Sir 
Anthony relished my calling you Queenie.” 

“Abt I forgobi” she added; “bub those 
were such happy days, it seems co sad to grow 
old 1” then, with a sigh, she led on to where 
expectant pete awaited her approach. 

“1 cannot admit feeling particularly aged, 
Lady Tyford,” smiled her companion, ‘' although, 
1 must eay, I wish those days could return. 
Just think, eight years ! and it seems but yester- 
day that you were my Queenie and I your 
vavalier ; and Georgie telle me you have been 
married two years out of that!” 

** Yes, two years, and it eeems a hundred,” 

The sentence had escaped her lips almoat before 
she was aware of what che was eaying, but it 
was not lost upon Harry, who, casting one stead- 
fast look on the ead young face, caused the colour 
to mount to her very temples. 

* Don’t mind me, Harry,” she said, in her old 
childish tones, “I did not mean what I said. Sir 
Anthony fe all that is good and kind, and I am 
very hap-——” but her eyes meeting those of her 
companion, the word remained unfinished, whilst 
they became suffused with tears. 

“Queenie! my Queenie still!” Harry ex- 
claimed, clasping her hand, forgetting for the time 
all but the sympathy her evident unhappiness 
had awakeved in his breast, a pity akin to love, 
“Pell me 1 am mistaken, thad you are really 
happy }” 

“{ oughd to be,” she answered, “ought I 
not?” and ehe emiled through her tears. “See 
what a lovely home I have, nothing denied me 
to make my life a perfect) paradise on earth, 
money, jewels—all but love.” 

Io was Herry who interrupted her thus, 
allowed bis feelings to escape, whilst she, fore- 
seeing the Canger into which she was gliding, 
abruptly changed the subject, schooling herself the 
while te contro! her own feelings, eo that in future 
she should not be tempted to let him see. how 
painfally her wings beat against the bars of her 
goldem cage. 

Sir Anthony, with Fred, had removed from 
the drawing-room to a shady seat in the garden, 
on their return from visiting the stables and 
aviaries, and during the remainder of the day 
Queenie appeared to have fully recovered her 
spirite, endeavouring to show by her actions that 
she would that Harry should forget the conver- 
setion of the morning, and the latter even 
thought ke must have been mistaken in deeming 
her unbsppy, when later on she stood clinging to 
her busband’s side, as he and Fred passed out 
io the summer twilight on their way homeward. 





CHAPTER Iv. 
DELIVERANCE, 


Tue hot August deys passed quickly by. glid- 
ing etealthily on towards September, and Harry 


was still the guest of the Hartrees, when he was 
not that of Sir Anthony and Lady Tyford, 

The Baronet had taken quite a fancy to him, 
and it was arranged that he should leave Baxton 
Hall, and make one of the shooting party who 
were invited to Tyford _— aes ist of the 
ensuing month and several days after. 

“T hope you won't do avy mischief with that 





gun,” laughed Fred, as he euddenly came upon 
Harry busily engaged in rubbing up the rifle he 
himself had lent him for the occasion. —_ 

“] don’t think so,” was the emiling rejoindr 
**nod even to the partridger, for I fear 1 am! aos 
rag 73 ot 6 mee ie Sieneeit od 

‘ » Sup) &, » you pu awe y 
prepare for our visit,” Fred answered, loo jing at 
his watcb, " for Qaeenle will expect us ¥ » dinner 
at six, and Sir Anthony prides himee’ f on his 
punctuality.” 

So a short time later, after bidd/ og good-bye 
to Mrs. Hartree and her daughters they were on 
their way to the residence of the F ormer, 

There was a goodly company ¥ ;rived when they 
put in an appearance, from Wich Queenie came 
forward to greet them on V4eir arrival, looking 
very girlish and pretty in & ‘dress of soft, cream- 
coloured cashmere, with bY.ood-red roses nestling 
amid the rich lace at her 'oos0m. 

The weather had be/n delightful, and good 
epord waa anticipated “on the opening day, which 
the evening prognostBeated would be glorious. 

And so it wae. Ona the morrow, when long 
before the sum hzd reached the meridian, the 
guns of the sportemen told of the death of many 
a feathered victim. 

Queenie, when left alone on their departure, 
had adjourned to her favourite seat beneath a 
shady chesnut with a book, in the hope of whiling 
away the time until her husband and gueste 
should return to lunch, 

Tbe former bad offered to remain with her, 
but she would not hear of it, Truth to say, she 
was only too glad that Sir Anothony should for 
the time being forget his pains and aches, and 
thus leave her to her own thoughts. 

She knew not how long she had been seated 
beneath the spreading tree, whilst her thoughts 
wandered back to the happy days of her child- 
hood, as she dreami'y listened to the hum of the 
insects and the occasional bark from the dogs 
when a stranger would advance to the servants’ 
entrance, mingled with the notes of the birds 
trillipg in the branches, until cries proceeding 
from the paved yard where the kennels of 
former were aroused her attention, and a few 
moments later she became aware that something 
unusual had taken place. Bat»nod until she saw 
in the distance Hector, her favourite dog, advanc- 
ing from the path leading to the same, followed 
by men with bludgeons, did she realise the danger 
which threatened her. 

“In, my lady, in!” shouted the men, as she 
started to her feet, and her white dress made her 
visible to the pursuers of the rabid animal. 

Bat paralysed with the great fear which had 
overcome her, Queenie stood as though rooted 
to the spot, In vain the men gesticulated, in 
vain they imp'ored her to fly to where through 
the open window of the drawing-room, she 
would bave found safety; whilst with dilated 
eyes, and stricken with horror, she remained im- 
movable. : 


teeth, displayed in all their pepe pew dog tore 
op, seemingly intent em the who would 
so soon have felt the agony left by those merci- 
less fan 

Breathless and panting, the men uced every 
power to overtake him with the weapons which 
in thelr haste they bad picked up when first he 
broke from his kennel. Bat Hector’s limbs, to 
which madness had given extra strength, seemed 
to fly over the ground, the clanking of his broken 
chain adding to his 3; while within a few 
feet of the mistress who’ but a day ago had 
fondled and caressed htm he madea final rush at 
ber fair throat, when at the same moment that 
her terrified scream filled the sir there came the 
report of a gun, and the savage brute rolled over, 
hia life-blood dying the whiteness of her dress 
Queenie fell motionless to the ground. 





‘'Take the beast away,” said Harry to the 


," Heaven, 


And on, on, with foaming mouth and cruel | him. 


<0 had now come up, as he gavea kick to 
ad animal, “ and send Lady-Tyford’s maid 
¥ 4b once.” 

’ en kneeling on the soft grass by the side of 
the ‘unconscious girl, ho want eng einianeiae? se 
T® tore her to animation. 

“Look up, Queenie!” he erled. “Thank 
‘ou are safe }"’ 

Then g her hands, which had become eo 
cold, he bent down until bis tawny-monstache 
almost swept her colourless face ; and he knew 
in that moment, when she lay eo still before him, 
how dear she had beeome to him during those 

summer days. 

And reverently raising her fair head-upon his 
arm he imprinted a kiss upon her white forehead, 
and was about to replace it on the green sward 
when, with a gentle sigh, she once more un- 
ee ee ee ee those of her 

iverer. 


Pe amity ga dnt ves sald. ‘And the 


“Is dead, Queenie,” was the reply. 

“Thank Heaven!” she answered, as, assisted 
by the former, she rose to her feet. And she 
would have continued her inquiries had not the 
appearance of the maid put an end to farther 
questions, when leaning on the arm of Harry, 
followed by the latter, entered the drawing- 


room. 

Bat Queenie did n>b Jong require her services, 
and after she bad been comfortably ensconced on 
one of the sofas, where the breeze from the open 
window could softly fan her pale cheek, she was 
dismissed. 


“* How came you to be so near as to be able to 
save me?” the former asked, lifting her eyes to 
where Harry sat on » chair by her «ide. 

“Being rather ashamed of my prowess as & 
sporteman,” Harry returned, ‘I thought I would 
return before, as Fred said, I did auy mischief 
with a gun which in every other respect was 
useless to me, And as I neared where you were 
sitting, hearing the shouts of the men, I hastened 
my footsteps, to see in a moment the peril in 
which you stood, I cannot describe my feelings, 
Queenie, fearing that in my endeavour to kill the 
dog I might wound you. But it was no time for 
hesitation, and I fired, thank Heaven! for once 
with good effect,” 

“How can I ever repay you, Harry!” she 


* Qaeenie, was not the life I saved dearer to 
me than my own ft” 

And he locked into ber uplifted eyes with the 
lovelight beamiog from her own ; but she made 
no answer further than to let her hand, which 
he had taken, rest for a second within his; 
whilet the colour surged to her temples. 

** Pate ie cruel!” he added, ‘‘cruel as death 
itself! Oh, Queenis! how I would have loved 

how I even love you now !” 

“Hush!” she said. “Ib is not kind to speak 
to me like that, Harry ; we cannot fight against 


y- ; 

“ Ah, destiay!” he repeated bitterly. ‘ But 
one word more, Queenie. You asked me how 
you could repay me; do so, dearest, by telling 
me that my love is returned.” 

“] will, Harry,” was the reply, “but on one 
condition.” 

* And that?” he asked, drawing her nearer to 


ger 

will break !}” and burying her face in the cushions 
she sobbed like a child ; then raising it suddenly, 
as the sound of footsteps fell om her ear, she 
dashed aside the wap ~ 3 pe Bon & 
piteous pleading in her eyes, euch as never 
forgot, she gazed for one moment on him whe 
was so dear to her; their lips met in a Jast fond 
kise, and as he released her Sir Anthony Tyford 
entered the room. 

He was accompanied by F:ed Hartree, a servant 
havicg been hastily despatched to where they 
were shooting to appriee them of Queenie’s 
narrow escape, but as the Baronet took in the 





acene before him a strange look passed over his 
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in bis tone 
when the hand of his wife’s deliverer, 


countenance, bub there was no anger 


him for ha’ saved her life, but sad 


she sald, “never let such 
enter your mind, if you truly 
me, dear, in the time that we are 


Hives should be passed together I should not be 
unworthy of your love.” 

“Heaven bless you, Queenie)” he said, 
then he left her, she to stamp out from her 
life that love for which she yearned, he to 
bury ft in the change cf an ever-changeful 
existence, 


CHAPTER V. 


‘ARE you quite certain you cannot further 
extend your visit?” asked Mrs. Hartree, when 
Harry, on hia return from Ty ford Park, had told 
ber that he ehould be obliged to leave them the 
following day. 

The episode in which he bai played so pro- 
minent a part having been fully related to that 
lady by her son. Harry was looked on as a hero 


ange 4 sheete well aired,” when Harry anewering 
ae with that eatlefactory assurance 
An the door closed after her, he sgaio referred 
to the open letter before bim, 


*' 49, Lupus-streeb, 

“Daan Harry” (it ran) “come to me here. 
I can see you at eight this evening, but don’t 
fail, Iam so miserable! Ob! what will beeome 
of me? Mother even has turned against me, when 
I told her the reason of my losing my employ- 
ment. She will not touch the money you gave 
her, telling me she would starve first. Do tell 
me that you will keep your word to your 
wretched “ Berry,” 


For some time Harry sat in deep though? as 
to his future ip 

* Poor little girl!” he said, “I am a 
scoundrel, and I confess it, Yer, I will keep my 


And then Queenie’s fair face, with the blue 

eyes he loved eo well, arose before him, shaking 
to its foundation the resolution he had ao re- 
cently formed, whilst thoughts of the barrier he 
was about to raise between him and a future 
= he anticipated resolved themselves in bis 
mind, 
“ Qurse my folly 1” hecried, ‘* to have been lod 
away by a gipsy face aud velvety eyes, never 
knowing till now what true love resily meant! 
Bub it ie no use fretting over epilt milk!” on the 
reflection of which_homely adage Harry de- 
termined av once to set out for Mre, Linton’s 
apartments, 

That lady was in terrible grief when he arrived 
at Lupus-street. She had only just returned 
from a vain search for her daughter, who had left 
her home but two days previous, and Harry, 
taking that grief into consideration, and the 
share he had had in causivg the same, listened 
patiently to the invectives heaped upon him, 

“ Bat have yon no idea where Hetty would 
find a home!” he seked, 

“It I had, do you think I should go trapesing 
over half London seeking her?” she answered, 
snappishly, adding, . og such men as you who 

t 


deserve hanging, 
And at the moment Harry felt that he not 


only fully endorsed her opinion, but that he was 
very much in the humour to carry out the process 
without assistance, 

** Maybe,” he es. logically ; " but now that 
Iam here, Mra. ton, not only willing but 
avxious to do all in my power to atone to your 
daughter for the wrong I have done her, don’ 
you think it would be wiser to help me in every 
way you can to find her and bring her back than 
to waste time in blaming me for the past.” 

“Perhaps so,” replied the widow, with the 
tears streaming down her face, and then she 
entered into full particulars respecting Hetby’s 
flight, and the most probable steps she would be 
likely to take, when Harry lost no time in acting 
on her suggestions-in endeavouring to discover 
the whereabouts of the unhappy girl, until, worn 
out with the unsuccessful issue of his efforte, he 
gave way to the gloomy fears which haunted him 
a her fate, 

t was then that that dread dream returned so 
vividly to his imagination, and as each morning 
dawned he awakend to the fear that the same 
should be realized, 

Thus a fortnight passed, and notwichstanding 
hie inquiries in every direction, utilising the 
press also to the end he had in view, there was 
no response, and Hetty bad gone as completely 
out of his life as though the green grassy was 
waving over her early grave. 

Farther search he deemed useless, and feeling 
se remained to him now but to await the 
fasue of events, Harry feild he could do no more 


than console her mother in her great grief. 
Another week thus fled, when one morning 
Mrs. Bouncer aroused him earlier thao usual, to 
say e wanted to see him immediately, 

- mame!” he asked, hastily d 
dressing and slippery, and when in reply 
that of Mrs. Linton fell on his ear a presentiment 
of evil as rushed on his i 





“Oh! 


imagination. 
» Wingrove,” cried the latter, on his 


presenting himself before her, whilet she vainiy 
endeavoured to control her emotion, ‘* eome with 
me at once ; my poor child is dead! 

‘Dead! Mre, Linten,” Harry ejaculated. 
** What grounds have you for thinking that?” 
but even as he asked the question he felt the 
warm blood forsake his face, whilst the hand with 
which he grasped the paper she extended to him 
became cold and clammy. 

"Read that,” she sobbed, pointing to @ para- 
graph in which the deseription of a girl whose 
body had been that morning recovered from the 
river was fully given. 

‘\We may yet be mistaken, Mra. Liatov,”’ 
Harry answered, ‘‘ but I will go with you at ones, 
though Heaven grent in this dead girl you will 
fall to identify poor Hetty.” 

Bat a few moments elapred before the former 
wae fully prepared to sceompany the weeping 
mother, and on emerging {nto the street a cab 
was quickly summoned to convey them to their 
destination, 

Bat few words passed between them, as each 
wrapped In thelr own sad thovghie remained 
almost silent, until arrived at the termination of 
their sad journey Harry aesisted bix companyjon to 
alight, each feeling a dread certainty of theix 
worst feara being realised, moved with sad and 
heavy hearts to where, on the cold elab in that 
parish mortuary, the dead Isy awaiting identifi 
cation ; and as an old covering was removed frow 
the face of the senseless clay, 9 wild shrick rang 
through the vault, when fn the disfigured corpse 
Mrs, Linton recognieed the once beautiful features 
of her lost daughter, 

Even to Harry, who at that moment felt a love 
for the dead girl stronger than be had ever ex- 
perienced for her in the flash of her youth and 
beauty, there recurred the memory of shat dream 
in which as now he had seen the white motioniees 
face upraised to Heaven, the lips he had pressed 
in the fulness of their loveliness now pale aud 
cold, the once chieelled features swollen and dis 
figured, whilet he couid even fancy the dark soft 
eyes then closed in death gaang reproachfully 
within his own, 

“Come home,” he said, in chokleg accents, 
turning to where his companion atil] atocd con- 
vulsed in grief, ‘all that can be done eball be in 
reepect to her blessed memory ; ivis only adding 
te your misery to remain longer, but ’’—he added 
linking her arm within his own,—" let me se 
you back to Lupue-street, then I will give direc 
tions that her body shall be conveyed to your 
home, to await the funeral arrangem« nts." 

Afver that one wild shriek the poor widow 
appeared stricken and dazed beneath her terrible 
blow ; but no tears now coursed down her pale, 
worn face, as with ons agorn z1d loek op the 
features of her dead child she was unresisting!y 
led by Harry from that chamber of horrors, 


OHAPTER VI, 
THE DAWN OF A NEW LOVER. 


Lova of man’s life ls but a part, and anobwith- 
standing that Harry felt a deep regret for the sad 
fate of the girl to whom his love had been her 
whole existence, still, no sooner had the damp 
@arth fallen on her ooffia, the grave keeping for 
ever the secret which had cost ber her life, than 
his thoughts reverted to Queenle— Queenie, 
divided from him as entirely av though ip was whe 
— he had thus consigned to her last resting- 
place, 

Some weeks had passed now since that day on 
which she lay lifeless in his arms, She had 
written him one passionate appeal, in which she 
begged bim to forget her for ever, forget the 
words she had uttered, the remembrance of 
which she would strive to eradicate from her mivd 
ae the darkest page in her Jife’s history, and 
Harry had read and re-read this letter, rebelling 
against the fate which had separated him from 
the only woman he had ever loved, and then 
piscing it in bis private draw, thus oberished 
what was to be to him sew nothing but e 
memory. 

Bat a strange fascination led him again and 








again to take it from where he had placed it, 
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ence more to peruse the lines in which Queenie 
had confessed, sinfal as shs knew io vo be, that 
the love he felt for her wae as fully returned, bub 
4d was as wicked for her to cherish such for him 
now, a: it would be selfish and inconsistent to 
ack him to waste the best years of hie life on her 
account. 

Tie November days of mist and fog had now 
thoroughly set in, and Harry, feeling more than 
aeually miserable on this particular: morning, eat 
befure the fire, feeling too lazy to complete his 
toflot. He had attempted to read the daily 
paper, but after a few moments tossed it im- 
paileatly from him, whea a eudden resolve ap- 

to to take possestion of his mind, and 
awitg writing materials towards him, he com- 
menced to pen a letter to Queenie. 

“TI kvow it ie against her wi-h—almosd ‘com- 
eoand,” he soliloquised ; ‘‘ bat I do feel 80 
wretched ;-t is the only solace left me, to let 
her know how vainly I have fough® against this 
tove which is making my life a misery.” 

And Qaeenle, nob much lees miserable than 
he, was seated in the drawing-room at Tyford 
Park, which looked: cut on the smooth lawn 
eparkling with beads left by the early frost (for 
Shere was no fog there), when Harry's letter was 
Gelivered to her. 

Sir Authony, who had but just recovered from 
@ eevers Gttack of eclation, was reclining on the 
#efa drawn up to the firé, listening to the parlia- 

Hews which Queenie was reading to him 
et his request, and as her eyes recoguised tie 
well-known hand she was about to place the 
fetter in her dres«, trasting to escsp2 the notice 
ef the Baronet, but before ahe could effect her 
Pe Who t 

ho is ‘your correspondent, Q teenie?” the 
tatter abel 
© Well, I bsve scarcely looked,” she replied, 
fow her eyes to avoid meeting those of her 
fhus , who was watching her fatentiy. 

Bat the deep flush which rose to her face wae 
not unobserved by Sir Anthony, who raived bim- 
eeif on his elbows insisted on knowing who it 


Was 

He had not forgotten that scone fn the dame 
room when but a few months eince he had lesrat 
éhe truth which bad taken all the sunshine out 
wf his life, and be expressed no astonishment 
when Qusenls, after having read Harry's letter, 
handed the same to hin. 

Sse could see his features work convulsively as 
the perused the same, tiie hand visibly shakiog 
when regurning ft to her, but no word of re- 
— escaped his Iips when bidding her bring 

er chair close to his side, 

*‘Qasents,” he asked, “can you forgive me?” 

‘* Forgive you, dear!” she exclaimed, “Ib 
fa I who ought to plead for forgiveness. Bat, oh! 
Anthony,” she added, “do not think I en- 
eouraged ——” 

© No, no,” he answered before she could com- 
pete her sentence, “I know, darling I knew 
on thab day when Harry saved you from a 
yrsadful death that whilet trampling beneath 
your feet the love you gave fa return for bis that 
your heart was breaking, You never loved me, 
Quegnis; but is was I, darting, who was the fool 
aio lick May with B-camber, though I love you 
with all the strength of a strong man’s love,’ 

“A love which I have uever dishonoured. 
You belleve me, Anthony ¥” she asked. 

“ Ag I believe in Heaven,” was the reply ; and 
@rawing ber fair head close to his owa grey locks, 
*'it won't be for long, dear,” be continued. "I 
»m an old man, and the sands of life are nearly 
run oud,” 

"Don’t gay so—don’t say so!” she cried, 
*\ You must not die, Anthony, you must not die, 
for I love you, indesd—indesd i do."’ 

Aad ia truth @ 1eenie never til] that moment 
tnew that the love she had given Harry was but 
e passing dream, whilst her hears was safe in the 
kesplog of her true and gsverous hueband. 

With all his infirmities, and his weight of 
years, he was dearer to her than all the world 
beside ;-pud, a8 she nestled close to his cide, all 
the tumulcucus feelings of youth, that wild, 
young love which she had experienced for the 
playmate of her childhood, vanished beneath the 
holy calm which now rested upen her, whilst she 














shuddered at the remembrance of the precipice | was looking for some employment, and I did not 
on which she had so lately tobtered. mind what, 

“And you really love me?”*Sir Anthony “You are married?” asked. Mrs. Bouncer, 
asked, whilst, holdisg her for a moment from | eyeing the applicant from head to foot. 
him, he gazed with a now-nwekened happiness on " A widow,” was the reply, her eyes drooping 
her fair young face, and then pressed her to his | beneath their deep black 
bosom, enclueicrg his arms around her, as though " Poor thing! and eo young!” the other re- 
even then he feared to have her taken from him. | sponded, but belag @ kind-hearted creature, she 

Bat he had po reason to repeat the question, | did not like to press her with further questioning, 
for pressing her fall, ripe lips to his Queenis im- | feeling sure, as she said afterwards, that it would 
printed such kisses on his aged face as love only | be all right. ; ; 
could bestow. And great help Polly proved te. the land- 

And later on she penned a letter to Harry in | kedy, never feeling weary or at least expressing 
reply to the one she had received, begging bim, | fatigue, as hour after hour she attended 
for her sake as for his own, to forget the folly of | wants of the sick man, or watched besde him 
which she had been guilty, that her husband | when for a short time he fell into “s fitful 
knew all, and even before she told him had not | slumber, ge Bie 
been ignorand of how matters stood. That, “IT can’t but think I have seen yon before,’ 
whilet forgiving her, hs bed awakened within ber | Mrs. Bouncer anid ons day, whea together they 
the knowledge that so firm # bold bad he upon | eat in the room wherp Harry time 
her affections that never again would he have | was calmly sleeping. 
reason to doubt her love, which for him was as % i don 

as his for her. If ever they mot again ic | not,” the girl replied, hurriedly, motioniag. the 
woul be es frieuds, a filendahip which Sir while that their talking would disturb .the 
Anthony himself was as anxious should continue invalid, though her doing so did not in any 
as she was, wars the fact whee Bouncer’s 

“Bah!” exclaimed Harry, when he came to | had previously ' 
the end of this letter which, on the following | She bad proved thas the girl honest—on 
morning, was laid on his breakfast-table. “oj that polat-she was quite satiefied—but. that 
pt ae hope ry A troll rl wane a mystery about her she also felt 
moet unlucky devil out tossed it on | convinced. me? 
on? side, . Polly, the meanwhile, proved unfailing 

Harry was not himeelf; he feib even more | attention to 
wieerable than on the previous day, added to | appearance with en apron spotiessly white over 
which be experienced an aching psin in his} her black mourning dress, her black hair 
limba, which, with a severe headache, did not | emoothed back ee 
tend to make him take things in a Christian.) B Harry iu 
like eptrit; and when he made an effort to} bis lo 
rouse himself sad go out, he found that he [that she was with as 
was quite imoompetent to carry out his {n-| words of never-dying 
tention. : 


** Be Jovet I feel queer 1” he esid, when Mrs. | youthful nurse became drawn as 
Bountel entered wa room, fo anawer to his | whilet her dark cyes would become auffi 
summons, tears. ; 

* And you look eo, too, eft 1” was that lady's It was on one of these occasions that 
comforting assurance, adding, In reply to the | Bouncer unexpectedly entered the room. Polly 

that she shouldn’t | was kneeliog by the bedeide, her hand erciosin 

be surprized if he wasn"d up, them bein’ the | that of the invalid, on which she pressed pas- 
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very feel’n's her old man had before he wastaken | sionste kisses. But with 


th 
**] think I'll see Atkin, however,” H sald, | coursing each other down her sad face. 
ashe wan Ganda ith eaaveridg Gk? Jaut| Lar, Belly 1" Mrs, Bouncer ejaculated 
rua round, Mra. Bouncer, and ask him to look | ‘‘ whatever are you doin’ on ? ; 
” 


To rua, with Mcs. Bouncer, was equally as im- | he does rave se, it makes one’s hears bleed to 
possible as’ it was with her wnaster ot thet | bear him. . And how he mast love that young 
moment, but, after the space of « half-hour, she | lady Q weenie, of whom he speaks so much, poor 
arrived at the doctor's house, who, fortunately | gentleman! 
being at home at the time, was with Harry almost " Hetty,” resounded from the sick ; and Polly 
as soon as the good lady herself. having crawn back, Mrs. Bouncer advanced to 

“ You must gst to bed as quickly as powsfbie,” | where Harry lay. 
was the order of ths former, “and I willsend| ‘ What is it, sir?” she scked. 
round some medicine at once.” “ Hetty,” be repeated, “I thonght I heard 

“ A bad cold,” he told Harry, bat which, when | her voice; but no”—sand he drew hia hand 
giviog his final directions to Mrs. Bouncer, he | across his hot forehead—“'I remember she ia 
stated as a decided case rie eeacredepeen | po ee rr — Het3y! And I killed ber; my poor 
opinion, before ‘night, was fally confirmed, w * , 
the former lay racked with the pain of that| “Hash, alr!” Mra, Bouncer said, “You 
malady, muat quiet,” and she turned bo ask Polly 

aoe to hand the lemon juice to moisten the 


invalid’s lips. 
CHAPTER VII But she had left the room, and when the 
THE NEW NURSE, 


former returned to the kitchen she was crying 
as if her heart would break. 4 
Tux next day Dr. Atkin found his patient} ‘' Well, I never!” said that lady ia estonish- 
considerably worse, att “by night-time Harry | ment. ‘If you are golug to take on like this, 
was in a state of delirium, for several days after | Polly, you had better leare.” 
beiog in danger of failing a victin to the disease | » “ No, no,” enld Polly, “I am eo sorry I was 50 
as Mrs. Bouncer’s “old man” had done before | foolish, Mrs, Bouncer,” when, drying her tears, 
him. she proceeded to arrange the tea-things. And 
The latter prld but little attention to his | although the latter frequently endeavoured to 
ravings, which she considered with mos» people | suprise her, P. had so achooted herself as 
ran in the same channel, bad she was not sorry | never agata to let her feelings overcome her, 
when & young woman cffsred to share the nursing | It was now three weeks since H had been 
with her, for she declared che was almost knocked | taken ill, and although Dr. Atkin com bated 
up with the continued worry. « . | euecessfally:with the disenee, still he had to Aight 
“How did you coms to know Mr. Wingrove ee ee aa on the same ; 
wae fil?” she asked, when the latter presented tet Harry, helpless as an infant, was still 
herself at the chambers, ' confined to his bed. . 
“] heard ib,” anewered Polly Saunders,’ the “Do me a favour, doctor, will you?” be 
name she gave, “from the psper shop where you | asked, the same time him to for- 
have the Times every morning, as they knew I \ watd a telegram to Baxton } when, such 
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go IL” 
“Oh! you would have been here before, 
Fred $”* he asked. - 
“ Most decidedly I > Have was the ar 
‘* Heaven bless you!’ answered, grasp- 
ing bie friend’s hands, 
“My mother and elsters send their regrets,” 
Fred added ; and Harry longed to inquire of 
rosising only too truly that Fred 
was he left Baxton so euddeuly, he 
‘isfied himeelt by asking if Lady Tyford | 


was well, ’ 
“Yes, thank you, old fellow!” the other 
answered, “ Never saw her 


Queenie ts one, and as for Sir Anthony he grows 
day; you might teke a lease of 


‘Sixty! Rabbish!" Fred answered. “ The 
girl I saw eouldn’s be more than eighteen—very 
dark, with a clear olive skin, and eyes of velvet 
shaded by deep biack Spanieh or 
OO Fook ented tid deaxrnalen Slates 

8 ve ® 
start, as there came.across his mind the aac hy 


til I have seen 
“Yon are ee 


moned Mra Bouncer to get 

for the night ; but though he anxfously watched 
to see if the girl of whom Fred had spoken ahould 
make her ce she did nob appear, and he 
came to the conclusion that the latter must have 
been labouring under a delusion, 


ee 


CHAPTER VIIL. 
THE MYSTERY SOLVED, 


“T sorposs you won't be wanting me 
longer now the master is get so well?” 
Polly to Mrs, Bouncer, when, the lapse of 
another fortn’ Harry, having become con- 
valescent, had with the exception of being weak, 
co Set coepenial ante beable can Sh oeual 

a 

From the day he had become conscious to 
surroundings, uo pereuasion on the part of 
housekeeper would induce Polly to enter the 
room ; so that Fred, who bad now returned to 





—_— Wwe 


“Kare, do hold your tongue,” 

"Yes, but, Lily, I only want to——” 

Lily Sutton fiang her pen on the floor, and 
stamped her foot in vexation. Kate Stephers | #PU 
pursed up her rosy li 
disapproval, tem 


and looked at her with 
with acertain mischief in 


rem 
«Pilg, said she, ‘if one of the pupils had 


done 

“Tshoald have put ber down for no end of 
demerit marks, of course,” said Lily, demurely. 
But, Kato, I am so perplexed.” 

It was five o’clock in the afternoon of a bright 
winter day. Mics Stephens, the Eoglish teacher, 
and Miss Sutton, the fnstructress in muric and 


schoolgirls are 80 

one ever shows any sigue of life. 

Do think, I wonder, that school-teachers 
aren’t human, like themselves }” 

Lily Satton was very pretty, with silken- 
brown, hair, eyes of the softest, mosb sparkling 
hbszel, nod a delicate complexion, where the 
blood ‘seemed to come sud go with every breath, 
Miss Stephens was « darker beauty, of a lees 
delicate $ and boih were dressed io the 
regulation black cashmere of a teacher’s voca- 
tion, with slender strips of white linen ab the 
throat and wrists. And both bore the unmis- 
takable mark of . Miss Bustleton, the 
daughter of the cil millio in the cécond 
class, looked like a hoosemaid querading fn 
fine clothes ; Lady Hzale Bliven, ihe heiress of an 
earl, was vulger in her looke and coarse in her 
manners, in spite of the family ties from which 
she eprung ; but Kate and Lily, as far as their 

: ty went, might have been a. duke’s 


hters, 

“Bat tell me, dear,” cosxed Kate, “ what it is 
that you are so bury sbout? You're not— 
writing 9 novel 1” 

Lily buret out laughing. 

“Writing a novel? 17” she cried. “It’s a far 
more Important piece of business, I’m breaking 
off my engegement |” 

"To Elwood Brenton 1” 

“To Etwood Brenton, of course, How mauy 


| men do you suppore ”—with a little, impatient 


toss of the head—“ I am engsged to 1” 

* But, Lily, I thought you loved him! ” 

“] thought s0,too—onee. But now I'm con- 
vinced that it was all a mistake. I was only six- 
teen when we plighted our trothe, and 1p seems 
= icp hata | ser lifetime a Pa “we 

; , Kate, peppermint candy when 
I was a child. Now I can’t bear it. Elwood 
Brenton was a nice fellow enough, and I 
was honestly fo love with him, in those deya. 
But I'm var rt that we shouldn’t suit each 
Other nov. grow; temperaments and 
tastes change; and I belfeve that [ am doing Mr. 
Brenton the test kindness of which I am 
capable, when I restore hii his ring}? 

Oces more Kate Stephens screwed up her lips 
into a most expressive grimace, 

“Isn't that a good desl like being judge, jary 
and executfoner fa one,” ssid she, “ without 

og the lucktes: prisoner a chance to be heard 
his own behalf ’” 

“Not at ail,” sstd Lily, curily. “I haven't 
seen him in a year; but I dare say he'll be as 
glad to be let off as I shall.” 

**You—you’re nob in love with anyone ele, 
Lily, are you!” hezirded Kate. 

"No; but I am beginning to comprebend 

a little more,” sald Lily, “And I 


myeelf 
shan’ ee gate ems , Kate, dear, if 
fuup dhdittéclog to ms Lap te es 





* Bat-T'm eo sorry for poor Eiwood Brenton |” 
sighed tender-hearted Kate, . 

“You would be a deal sorrier for him, wouldn’s 
you, if be was compelled -to marry 8 woman he 
had ceased to care for ?”’ 

‘*You have no right to take that for granted,” 
ttered Kate. 

** I canonly judge of his feelings by my own,” 
arily retorted Miss Sutton, 

“It’s very disloyal to him,” seid Kate, 

Every woman has a’ right to chango her 
mind,” said Lily, impatiently. 

And when the letter was written, and put in 
the mail-bag, Lily heaved a sigh of unmistakab/e 
relict. 

'*Tt’s over ab lash!” she murmured, ‘Oh, 
how I have dreaded in! And now I shan’ kiow 
& moment of rest until his answer comes back |” 

It csme by return—a pleasant acoufesrencd In 
whatever seemed best In Miss Sutton'’s eyes, Of 
course ib was all right and proper, sald Lily to 
herself, But all the same, there was in her heart 
& secret annoyance that Mr. Brenton should ao 
readily have egreed with her. ; 

“ What nonsense |” said Billy to hereelf, " As 
if I cared, one way or the other! Now I am 
free 1” 

And when, at last, ihe summer vacation came, 
Miss Sutton betook herself to Brighton to enjoy 
the delights of entire rest and independence, 

“* Sea-bathing always agreed with mé,”’ she re- 
flected, ‘‘ And, besides, I shall have a chénce 
to eee o little something of the world. After 
belbg engaged for three yearr, one does begin to 
feel a little lonesome, left all to one’s self |’ 

Brighton was very full; but Kate Stephens 
had a maiden coveln who kept a selech boarding- 
house where Lily could consider herself at home; 
and she soon began to feel the ehsetric influerice 
of scclety arousing every pulee in her poor, little, 
over-worked frame. 

* Brenton Eiwood ts coming to-morrow.” 

Miss Sutton gave an irresistible start when first 
shes heard the name. 

Brenton Eiwood !” she exclaimed. “ Why, 
I once knew an Elwoot Brenton! Ie 1b posible 
that there are two such anusual combluations of 
names in existence }” 

“Most probably ib fs the same péraon,” ob- 
served Colones! Graham, who had uttered the 
words which had so startled Bily, “Iss quite o 
romantic history. He has inherited the forftine 
of a maternal uncle, who, being an Elwood, 
naturally wished the family name to he fer- 
petuated. So hehas transposed hig own appella- 
tion.” 

“Onl” ssid Lily, 

* And a splendid young fellow he is,” Went on 
Oclonel Graham. “ Handsome, polished, fall of 
that ease which springs from natural good breed- 
ing. I-don’t know of a men—in the rising 
tion, that is—who has {mpressed me mbre favour- 
ably than Brenton Eiweod. Do you nob agres 
whh me, Miss Satton?” 

“I—I don’t know!” stammered Lily, “I 
can’h remember, It’s sges and ages since I have 
seen him! We were both children, then.” 

‘Ah! indeed ?”’ sald the Colonel, 

Things were indeed tremepoeed now. Brenton 
Elwood was the attraction of the place, His 
unuenal record, his personal beauty, his wealth 
and position, made-him the cynosure of all eyes. 
And one night, when she wae invited to a recep- 
tion which Mr, Elwood was expected td attend, 
Lily's heart throbbed tumultucus!y, 

**My old lover!” she eaid to herself, my 
discarded suitor! How strangely all this has 

I wonder what. he will cay when 
he meets me!” 

Mr. Eiwood met Mies Sutton with the utmest 
calmness, as it happened, 

"© We are old friends, are we not)” esld he. 
“May I have the honour of your hand for the 
next dance? It is a wala, I believe.” 

So ths meeting was over, and Lily was angry at 
herself for fancying that ib would be different 
from any other casual introduction. 

But when Lily went home that night she was 
forced to confess to herself the nowelcome fact 
that she way as: much fn love wish Brenton E!- 
wood as she ever had been, in the boy-and-gi:] 
days, with Elwood Brentom 
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"Oh, you fool!” she sald, spostrophizing her- 
self in the looking-glaca, “ Oh, you horrid, mean- 
spirited little idiot! I haven't a particle of 
patience with you! You oughd to be shut up 
in « convent, or thrown down a well, or some- 


t 
Aud then, poor girl, she sat down and cried 
heartily. 


The vecation went by, like a happy, fevered 
dream. By turne Lily Sutton did not know 
whether she were uttefly miserable or uuresason- 
ably happy. 

She wished herself back a thousand times at 
the young ladies’ Institute ; and yet, whenever she 
thought of leaving Brighton, she was over- 
whelmed with . 

“What is to be the end of thist” che 
thought. ‘Of course he will marry Miss Van- 
derdecken. She is rich and beautiful, and 
ee Everyone says 20 ; 

t—"" 


Lity turned away, with a choking sensation at 


‘her 
‘1 $” che cried, ‘I, who have always despised 
love-sick damsela, to think that this should be 
my fate! Bat I will go to the ball to-night— 
Prt camara then, back to the 
] 


Mise Vanderdecken was there, in pale pink tulle 
and pearls, and on her finger there sparkled « 
crescent of diamonds, 26 

“s heart eank when she saw it. 
* are engaged,” she thought. “Oh, I 


‘knew—I was sure it would be so! " 


Bat after Brenton Eiwood had danced one 
galop with Miss Vanderdecken he orossed the 
room to where Lily was altting itke a floral 
nemesake after a storm—all pallid and drooping. 
**Miw Sutton,” sald he, gently, “ may I speak 
to you f” 

“He ts going to tell me now,” thought the 
girl, with a jamp at her heart. “Oh, why does 
he eelect me fer his confidant?” 

Bat she anewered, with a shadowy, moon- 
light sort of emile,— . 

* Oh, certainiy—of course {” 

_ “Lily,” he sald, “you accepted me once, and 
then you rejected me——" 

* ¥-yes? faltered Lily. “I—that is—I didn’t 
reject you, I thought I had changed my mind, 
butaow—now I am sure that I love you as much 
as ever { did)” 

She spoke the rash, darfug words ia answer to 
a eudden light in his eyes ; the next instant her 
hand wae clasped tightly in his. 

Suddenly she withdrew Ib with a start. 

** Mias Vanderdecken !" she cried, crimaoniag 
allover, ‘* What will Miss Vanderdecken say ¢ 

“Miss Vanderdecken is nothing to me,” eaid 

r. Brenton, ‘She fe jast affianced to Colonel 

aham, my most intimate friend. Lily, there 
is only one woman in the world whom [ shall 
ever call wife, and that ig you! Shall we renew 
the old engsgement, Lily? Shall we begia our 
love life again ” 

Se they were engiged a second time, and Kate 
Stephene was the bridesmaid. 

"Though, to be eure,” sald she, “ Lily doesn’t 
deserve such good luck after breaking off the 
firet engagement just for a caprice,"’ 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 


Bacg to Powls Hall—back to the poor outcast 
wife, whose eazcrifice had been returned to her a: 
worthless, who was condemned to live on, to drag 
out the last days of her miserable existence and 
know that she stood between her husband aud 
heppiness. } 

There was one ray of comfort in Magdalen’s 
lot. When she felt almost heartbroken ehe 
would remember Dolly’s fair girlish face and hear 
egatn her parting words,— 

“ T forgive you, and I will pray Heaven to bless 
you now and ever.” 

Iv wae this promige that rang in Magdalen’s 





ears and cheered her when she was most down- 
cast. 

She could not be so ubterly wicked and past 
repentance if one so pure and true as Dully 
were praying Heaven to blees her now and ever. 

This thought helped her to bear on through all 
the troubles which followed Lady Desmond's 

re from Powis Hall. 

he told her whole story to Dr, Allen and his 
sister. She kept back nothing ; she laid her life 
bare to them—from the day she became Herbert's 
wife to the night the doctor found her on 
Blackfriars Bridge; and, though their .hearts 
ached for Dolly and Lord Asherton, the brother 
and sister could not condemn the penitent 


utterly, 

"She was doing her best to atone,” pleaded 
Jemima to the doctor ; “and, oh! Douglas, how 
she must have suffered! You won’t make me 
turn her away ¢” 

“Turn her away ! ” and Dovglas Allen’s eyes 
were aot dry. I couldn’t do ao, Jem, No 
doubt she has been weak and sinful, but she has 
suffered enough to blot out all that, I feel for 
ber husband and that pretty child, but I feel 
most for Magdalen ; and while I am master of 
Powis Hall she shall have a home there.” 

Brother and sister were completely agreed on 
this matter when Lord Asherton's came 
demanding his wife's di-missal, He received a 
calm but courteous refusal, 

“Dr. A'len did not see thas Mrs, Btram 
had done anything to forfeit her position in his 
establishment; therefore, with all due respect 
gg Asherton, she would remain at Powis 


This answer sent, Dr. Allen an? Miss Jemima 
conidered the matter at an end. They were 
kinder, if possible, to Magdalen than they had 
ever been before, and they kept her secret 
jealously, eo that not one of the numerous 
household euspected the part she had played in 
the life of the handsome young nobleman who 
— visited the hall that halcyon day in early 

une, 

But even in the quiet asylum troubles were to 
come to Magdalen. Mr. Robinson had professed 
his love before the meeting with her husband, 
and she had regarded it as #. passing liking that, 
once rebuffed, would die a natural death. 

Bat, to her dismay, as time wore on, she rea- 
lised that the assistant manager of Powis Hall 
Asylum cared for her ia no ordinary manner, 
that, strange and cold as he was to others, hard 
and constrained as the Allens found him, he was 
yet im earnest in the one thing—he loved 
ann aad weuld thiok no effort too great to 
win her. 

He did not know the truth—that, even had 
she eared fer him, she could never have been his, 
and she dared not tell him. 

By the time she had grown to realise his love 
waa no passing fancy she understood the man’s 
character sufficiently to know that if she had 
told him Lord Asherton was her husband he 
would have published the secret to the world, 
and done bis utmost to make the peer recognise 
her as his wife. 

No, ehe dared not tell the truth ; she simply 


dared not; she could only avoid John Robinson. 


as much as possible, and trust that time would 
ex'iogulsh his passion, 

But, alas! time only made {t stronger. The 
man who led such a silent, self-contained life, 
who seemed to the outer world utterly devoid 
of warm, tender feeling, the man who had lived 
yeare uninterestedly with such Fo true- 
hearted people as Miss Jemima and brother 
without showing a particle of regard for them, 
the man who was feared by every creature at 
Powis Hall—he, I say, succumbed to a power 
stropger than himself, and loved poor 
Megdalen with a love that was well meant, 

Dolly had been gone about a month when Mr. 
Robinson resumed his sult. He chose his 
opportunity well. The Allens were away— 
summoned to the little cottage at Sydenham by 
the dangerous illness of a friend. 

Magdalen and himseif were practically the 
heads of the establishment on the sweet Jaly 
evening when he pleaded to her afresh, 

Poor Magdalen! Surely her life was hard 





enough without this last dreg of sorrow in her 
cu 


Pp. 

“Why do you shun mef—what are you 
afraid of?” demanded Mr, when 
had lured her into the blue parlour shut the 
door. “Why do you treat me like the dirt 
beneath your feet }” 

“TI don't,” she auswered, simply. “I never 
meant to.” 

* You avoid me,” 

She blushed. 

“ Because you said —"” 

He interrupted her. 

“Teaid I loved you, and it fs the truth! I 
will say so again and again. I love you and I 
mean you to be my wife! ” 

** Never!” 


He looked at her with strange passion gleam- 
ine ta baduckenen 





ri you are ambitious—-perhaps you 
expect a rank than a country doctor can 
pe peel ahe sald, slowly I 

‘ ex ” sald, . “ 
look forward to nothing in the world 
but death |” 

* Answer me this, Do you refuse me because 
pi en Bel eel oul 


ad were # nobleman would be 
you my reply ° 


thin hands had gone up to screen her 

face. That “No” was from 
fo angulab, in heart-aching 

“You are no widow,” he repeated, slowly. 
“T understand, It is no news to me; I always 
suspected {t. It makes no difference In my 
wishes. I know now why you refuse me, and 
I honour you for your scruples ; but love like 
mine can overlook much. I will never reproach 
you with your past life; it shall be forgotten, 
never even named between us ff only you will 
come to me. Your-present and your future will 
content me. Magdalen, I swear to you I will 
let your dead pact bury fits dead !” 

It was a generous cffer. He had formed a 
mistaken {dea of ber past—or, rather, he had 


guessed ip accurately, save “the fact of her 
marriage with a living hueband. 
He thought she had been « wife at all. 


He believed she had been \ sinner, and he offered 
her his name—bis love ! 

She was touched almost in spite of herself by 
his dogged, faithful devotion. 

“Thank you from my heart,” sald Magdalen, 
slowly. ‘' You are very generous; you trust me 
as few would do, but it is all in vain, I cannot 


mir Why not 1” 

She hesitated. 

"T do not love you,” 

* Do you love anyone else 1” 

She passed over the question. 

“You don’t know what you are asking when 
you wish me to be your wife. The weil-spriog 
of hope is dried up within my heart. Iam not 
very eld, countiog by years and months, but my 
tife ended vide at» ore ae bed bad 
power of rejci of hoping, of being 
left me before ever I came here.” 

“ They would return.” 

“T think not. You can’t understand. I have 
borne so much, suffered so much, that I have 
only strength left for one wish.” 

* And that is?” 

“That the end may be soon,” 

“The end?” 

“The end of mo,” she explained, wistfally. 
“I have einned deeply ; I have injared thore 
who never wronged me, end made their lives 
a misery to them. Only my death can set 
things right; and so, you see, I wish to 
die!” 
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“ Why should you think of them!” protested 
Robinson. “ Why not begin afreab {” 

“ Because I bave no heart to.” 

Listen. Bs my wife. I will get an appoint- 
ment abroad, avd take you far away. You shail 
never see the places where you have been so 
miserable, Osly come to me, and let my love 
gild your life.” 

“'T cannot.” 

He looked at her strangely. 

“My mother was an Italian ; I have southern 
blood in my veins, I have a large tinge of super- 
stition in my nature, I tell you you cannot 
escape from me”’—he closed his eyes as though 
to shut out some too powerful vision. ‘I tee 
the future when you are free and happy, and it 
fs my hand that has liberated youn—mine |” 

Magdalen trembled from head to foot; there 
was something alarming to her in his manner, 
usually so cold and self.restrained. He spoke 
now with all the passionate fervour of his 
mother’s people. There was a fire in his eyes 
which almoat spoke of a wandering brain. 

“You sre mine,” he went on, in the same 
wild, agitated manner, ‘The Fates have sealed 
it! Mine for time and for eternity! You cannot 
ged away from me, I tell-you; I am your 


destiny 1” 

Magdalen did not answer him ; she felt too 
distraught, 

“You are mine,” went.on John Robinson. 
“ Phat old doctor and his sister have no power to 
keep you from me. You are mine! I will take 
you to Italy, and my mother’s kindred will wel- 
eome you and make you happy.” 

A strange ht crossed her brain. She 
knew that Dr, Allen had feund Mr. Robinson in 
a state of the greatest poverty, friendless and 
deserted. She knew that he never referred to 
his past. Oould it be there was any dark secret 
hidden fn it? 

“ Have you ever been in Italy?” 

He looked at her sharply. 

“Often. J spent haif my life there. I had 
only been in Eogland a year before I came to 


tT. 
ventured further. 

‘* Why did you come to Eogland}” 

“I did nob come, I was brought. Hush! I 
never mean to speak of it, Hush ! it is a secret, 
You shall know it when you are my wife.” 

A servant entered with lights, Magdalen 
took the opportanity to escape. She never left 
her own room until Dr, Allen and his sister 
returned. 

“What ie this?” asked Miss Jemima, ples- 
santly, going in search of her favourite. “Jane 
tells me you went to bed with a headache last 
night, and have not been downstairs since. What 
is the matter?" 

Magdalen shuddered, 

* Please shut the door.” 

nuptedeea omg closed it, then 
co to the perceived that Mag- 
glen was fully dressed. Throwing off the prom 
that had covered her she stood upright, and tried 
to eeem herself, bub.the efford was too much, 
and she sank trembling to a chair. 
sal anes sang AB ap ean Jemima, in 

» “what can have happened to make 
you ill like thie?” 

“I have had a dreadfal fright.” 

This wae not consoling, Mise Jemima only 
begged again for 

** I think Mr. Robinson is mad.” 

Mise Jemima threw up her hands. 

‘* My dear, he can’t be |” 

never abtempted to convince her 

triend ; she was content to let the matier drop, 

caly repeating slowly,— : 
I think be is.” 


to marry him. I often fancied he admired you. 
ot course, knowiag what we know, it dors seem & 
mad thing to do; but, remember, Mr. Robinson 
does not know but that you are a widow.” 

"Ib is not that. He did ask me to marry 
him; but he epeke eo wildly, He told me he 
eame of an Italian mother, and that he wae super- 
stitions, Then he shut his eyes, and said he saw 
me sealed to him, and that nothing could part ua 
He eaid he was my fate, and that I could not 
resiet him.” 

‘* Go on, dear, tell me all.” 

“He eald he would take me to Italy.. All 
his friends live there, and he ovly came to 
Eogland about a year before Dz. Allen brought 
him here,” 

Miss Jemima looked troubled. 

‘* What made bim come ?” 

“He eaid he did not eome, he was brought. 
Qh, Mies Allen, if you had seen his eyes as he 
spoke you would have felt aure he was mad {"’ 
“*T may tell my brother $” 

** Oh, yes!” 

“ And you will come downstairs again now? I 
can’t have you shut up here.” 

“T don’t mind now you are come, Ib was 
the idea of being alone with bim troubled me {” 
Bat when she met Mr, Robinson at dinner his 
maanér was just as usual. Id semed Impossible 
that the calm, collected assistant manager could 
be the man who had spoken such strange, 
te protestations to her only the night 
before; but for the awful fear at her heart as 
she looked at bim Megialen would have believed 
the whole to be a dream. 

The next day Dr. Allen came to her. 

“*T want a little private conversation with you, 
Mrs. Bertram,” he began, pleasantly. 

She guessed on what subject, and followed him 
to the blue parlour. 

“My dear,” he said, gravely, ‘' I fear you have 
been ter: ibly annoyed in our absence ?” 

“I was very frightened,” 

” And not without cause,” 

“Then, is it true?"’ 

Dr. Alien shook his head. 

“Not that he is mad. He is as sane as you or 
me; but—I do not want this to reach Jemima— 
he has one dreadful failing. Sometimes it does 
nob appear for many montha together. He is 
given to drink |” 

“To drink 1” 

Tbe doctor bowed his head. 

" He had ¢dirtum tremens before he eame.to 
me. I thought him cured, or I should never 
have breught him here. All the while he has 
been with us I have only known of one cub- 
break, Ib was a terrible one, and Issted three 
days. Fortunately my sister was from home. 
IT confined him In o distant part of the house, 
and I am confident no one suspected the truth 
I was sorely perplexed then whether I ought 
to dismiss him, but ib seemed to me mwre 
merciful to give him one more chance, Of 
course, after last- night I have no choice; he 
must go at once.” 

But this troubled Magdalen, and, to her own 
surprise, she spoke In Mr. Robinson's defence, 

“I think, sir,’ she began, nervously, *‘ no one 
has any suspicion of his manher being anueusl 
but me. Ip could nob have been a bad attack, 
for you see he is already quite himself, Woa’s 
dic rome nriptey oc ange 

“I thought you did not like him 1” 

**] do not; bat he has a position to keep up. 
His diemissal from here for that cause would be 
jase ae Won’t you please try him ence 
more 


** And what am I to say to Miss Jemima? She 
can’t bear him, you know 1” 

“You might tell her you are sure he fs not 
mad, and that you don’t like to take notice of 
anything that happened in your own absence "’ 

“T never can refuse ycu anythiog,” said Dr, 
shal) have your own way.” 

of them, to what 


i 








temper for a whole week ; then che recovered 
ber equanimity, aod peace was restored, 

After thia thivgs wend on very quietiy at 
Powls Hall, only as the summer weather grew 
hotter Miss Jemima poticed with regret that 
her favourite grew thinner snd paler, that each 
day teemed to take away something from her 
strength, acd make her paler and more frapte 

* We must do something,” Jemime told her 
brother, feelipgly, ‘'I don't see why she should 
be hurried into her grave just to please her 
husband,” 

Dr. Allen sighed. 

* I think nothing can save ber life, bud ib 
might be prolorged. Jemima, she had better 
have a change,” 

Spoken to of this, ab firat Magdslen refused ; 
then she clung to Mies Jemima, end sobbed ows 
her wish. She felo that she was dsing——that 
nothing would soon keep her husband from Dolly. 
She was quite content that it should be so, enly 
sbe had one wish to eee her child’s grave, 

Mias Jemima sobbed audibly, The little child 
had nob been dead much more than four monthe, 
and already the mother was near her end, The 
old maid thought that mother-love had been the 
strongest passion of Magdalen’s life; she had 
faded from the very moment she loet her child. 

Ip spite of Magdalen’s protestations aboun the 
expense Dr. Allen and his sister arranged thas 
she should go to Rhymington, not for a mere 
paseiog visit, but to stay a full month The 
doctor took her down, and installed her with her 
old land/ady--not in her old humble roem, bat 
in the “‘drawing-room,’’ which chanced to be 
vacant. Douglas hoped to send his sister to join 
her in a week's time, meanwhile he recommended 
her to the special care of Dr, Murray, who was 
an old friend of his own. 

“J always thoughs she would not live long,” 
said Dr. Morray, “J felt the child’s loss waa her 
death-vblow. Poor thing! she must have beem a 
lovely woman once.” 

* You kaow ber history 1” 

“ Very imperfectly.” 

Dr. Allen evpplied the missing llaks fn the 
almple story. 

“Ah,” said the other doctor, when he had 
finished, ‘‘Il understand now. The Mr. Siselair 
who wrote to me ie her husband and Lord Avher- 
ton, I have met him once or twice. The bust 
ness has been a sad one for him; he’s golvg to 
the bad headlong.” 

‘'He won't have to walt much lenger,” re, 
turned Dr, Allen, “this poor girl has death in 
her face.” 

"Is would be cruel to wish her to Huger. 
Tals is the end of August ; I doubt her lasting 
beyond November,” 

* E shali send my sister down next week, Ah? 
Murray, sho has crepd into our hearte somehow 
—we shall miss her bitterly.” 

He bade a kiodly adieu to Magdalep, and 
returned to Powis Hall. Everything bad gone 
well in his absence, and his sister go nfided to him 
she liked Mr, Robinson better than ehe had.ever 
done before, ‘ 

‘* He seems so nice and feeling abouts Mag 
dalen,” said Mies Jemima. ‘Do you huow; 
Douglas, I believe he knows her story }7 

* He can’».” 

“You remember that day we were dirwneing 
her delicate health, and wondering whether we 
should write to Lord Asherton. Well, when you 
had left me I went into the hall, and [ saw Mn 
Robiaeon walking very slowly away.” 

“I don’t believe he'd piay the spy ia thad 
fashiop.. Where is he, by the way ?” 

He was soon to find ont, 

Mr, Robinson sppeared on the seena, and after 
the usual g:eetings had passed, begged for a few 
days’ leave of absence. One of his cousing was 
dangerously ill in Yorkshire, and he wanted to 
go and see him. 

Dr. Allev, the moat generous of men, made 
not the slightest difficulty. To do Mr. Robla- 
aon justice, he worked hard and very seldom 
asked for a holiday. He had a real chim to a 
little leisure, besides the reason for which it was 
desired. The Allens did their best to speed his 
departure ; the doctor looking out the trains, 





and Miss Jemima cutting sandwiches, Within 
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two hours after the request was made Mr, | her mother in about an hour, complaining there | ton and the girl he sought to marry. I know 
B,dinson was in the doctor's wagonette fairly on | had been a dreadfa} noise, and she was frightened. | she to come to him if he owed his free- 


this way to Fordham, and the only regret his 

&ind-hearted principal felt in granting the holi- 

Aen that if prolonged beyond a week ft 
sf 


5eccasion Miss Jemizna’s visit to Rhymington. 


to be postponed, 

"¥is didn’t leave any addreas,” sald Miss 
Jemima to her brother, the next morning after 
Bic, Robinson had lefs them, “bit then I 
aypposo, as he mever has nay letters, 1) doesn’t 
particularly matter.” 

“I don’t know,” said the doctor; slowly, ‘I 


ehould have lixed to be able to wri'e and ask 


when he would ba back, bat I daresay he'll send 
us word. Robinson Is very methodical.” 

Tasa two days later they wished Mr. Robia- 
son had never atartel on his north-country 
expedition, for a telegram came from Dr, Murray 
with just three words,— 

Gome at once!” 

“\What on earth is to be done!” demanded 
Douglas of his sister. “Of course ft meane she 
ts aytog, and I can’t bear to refuse to go to her; 
yet how can J leave you here alone?” 

“J shall manage somehow,” said Mies Jemima, 
firmiy, ‘You goto Bhymiogton, Douglas, and 
on Powis Hall to me.” 

28 bad much difficulty in perduadiog him, 
but ab last he yielded, and set of 

Y cat only hope Bobinson may return 
soqner than wa expset,” he told hia sister, 
whea ha bade her good-bye. “Take care of 
yourself, my dear.” 

Aad Be, Alien bad never felt more thankful 
for anything in his life then when, on alight- 
ing from the traim at Victoria, he espied his 

nide-de-camp himself, » ticket for Fordham in 
ee evidently just returning to Powis 
al 

“Ib wes too late.” 

That was his only explanation for hie abrupt 
veturo. Dr, Allen wrung bie hand, and uttered 
® few words of sympathy, for he could see that 
Wr, Robdlason was greatly moved, Thsn, mach 
relisved on his sister’s account, he set oud for 
Rhymlogton, telegraphiug to Dr. Murray to 
meet the train. 

The two physicians shook hands; then they 
g0% lato the brougham, and drove straight to 
De. Murray's houce. 

‘J eee,” sald Douglas, sadly, observing they 
did mot turn towards Magdalen’s lodgings. ‘I 
ani wot in time to see her alive.” 

“ She was dead whon I telegraphed.” 

Douglas wished his friend had not sent quite 
such an urgent summons, bub did not like to aay 
a0, Neither spoke again till they were in Dr. 

Murray’s study, with the door locked ; then the 
master of the house bezan his story. 

“3 can see you are wouderiog why I sent for 
you, I wanted your help as Lady Asherton’s 
odes, friend to unravel the mystery of her 

sath.” 


“Mystery $" said Doug'tas, helplessly. 
“ Wasn't ft cousumption, I alwsya thought 
80. 

Dr, Murray started, Evidently bis friend 
knew sothing of the tragedy that had taken 
piace. 

“ Haven't you heard | The papers are full of 

this morning.” 

“T never looked at a paper.” 

Tae other doctor stared ab him, snd sald, 


ea 

2 be sure, that sxplainy your thinkiog she 
might etfil be alive. Your friend was cruelly 
miurdered in cold blood Iast night.” 

Douglas Allen started from bis chair, horror 
painted on every feature. 

“ Mardered—iapossibie |” 

"Wo true.” 

“Bat how t—where f ” 

** Twat night, ib seems, a gentleman called at 
Rose Cottage about seven o'clock, and asked for 
Mrs. Bertram. The landlady, thinkiog it was a 
friend, showed him at once to the drawing-room. 
Sane heard the door open and close about an hour 
per mort Pengo he had left. Then, 
@oarket t, she went out to do hers 
Sesving her little girl in nteecbe se suvene apae 
Bartram’s bell, ‘Che child came running after 





Mrs, White did not pay much attention to ft, and 
finished her ping before ehe went hbme. She 
found the drawing-room door locked, and feeling 
anxious about Mrs, Bertram she got {nto the 
room through the window, to find her lodger 
lying dead, shot through the heart |” 

“They aent for yout ’ 

"Yostantly, She had been dead then some 
time—possibly an hour. All points to the nofse 
heard by the child having been her death-blow.” 

* And to the visitor as her murderer?” 


"TT fear eo,” 

“But l t he had left the house 1” 

* Mes, White thonght so because she heard 
the door close, but was doubtless the shut- 


of the drawing-room door. Tue little gi:l 
she heard voices tong after her mother 
bad gme out,” 

- the neighbours t” 

" You fi there are no neighbours. Roe 
Cottage is detached. A market garden stands 
on one side and @ fi:ld on the other.” 

Dr, Allen groaued, 

“Poor girl! They need not have gradged ber 
her brief span of life. Why, with the utmost 


dare, she could nob have lasted beyond | 


November.” 

“ We must nob give way to grief for her,” 
sald Dr, Murray, gravely. “ Of poor Lady Asher- 
tou gurely is may be said, ‘After life’s fitful 
fever she sleeps well." We have another tack 
before us—to trace her murderer.” 

Douglas groaned again. There was an awful 
fesr at his heart. He would not ask a single 
que:tion lest this fear should be made « certainty. 
He just sab theré in perfect silence. 

- iy the case is too clear,” said Dr. 
Murray, sorrowfully. “Everything points to 
the stranger who called on Lady Asherton as her 
murderer,” 


“T fear uo.” 

* And that stranger was a man of about thirty; 
Greased well and fashfonably, who came from 
London, and bad never been seen in Rhymington 
before. Douglas, have you no suspicions ¢”’ 

“None,” said Dr, Allen, promptly. “I know 
what you are driving at, bub I won't believe is, 
I won’s think it, Z can’t,” 

*T fear you must,” 

“ Noneense {” 

“Listen, Only one person in the world had 
come to hate that poor woman ; only one man 
had come to wish her dead.” 

*' T don’t see what that has to do with it.” 

* Only this, that the description of the land- 
jady who admitted him, of the railway officials 
who took particular notice of him as the only 
person arriving by the evening train, all points 
to identify the murderer with Lord Azherton.’’ 

“ Nonsense |” 

Remember, none of these people had any idea 
of Mrs. Bertram’s true name or history. Tosy 
gave their evidence, elmply describivg the 
stranger as they best remembered him. There 
are four difizrent descriptions of Lady Asherton’s 
murderer ia the hands of the police, and in every 
instance they apply perfectly to her hasband,” 

“IT don’t believe he did it, He was a gentie- 
man. He wouldn't butcher a helpless woman.” 

“ He was a gentleman, bat how had he already 
treated his wife? You yourself told me he had 
refused ber his forgiveness, and had tried to get 
her driven from 5 a hourey I know, as a fact, 
that there has nothing ennobling about 
Lord Asherton'’s Hfe the last three months. He 
bas plunged into every species of dissipation ; he 
bas been reckless, wiiful, cruel.” 

© But thie doesn's prove he would murder his 
wife,” persisted Allen ; “and I don’t believe be 
aid.” 

“T am surprised ab you, I —— you would 


have been all anxiety to avenge memory of 
his murdered -wife.”’ 

Douglas looked troubled. 

be: is all human love or sym- 


pathy,” he sald, , “‘and here was never a 
revengeful nature. I don’t think she would wish 
Vent i ies and I will repay, saith the 
*Ven 6 ne, 
Leldd ‘Dadiel; yes sen hive sown bud 


Fr 





“I don’t supposo be planved the murder. [i 
was done in a moment of madness.” 


‘moments of madness’; his was a slow, constant 
nature, not one given to extremes of emotion and 
excitement. The sorrow of his youth, if it made 
him reserved and a little cynical, had, at least, 
tanght him eelf-restraint.” 

De, Murray was a little irritated at Goding bis 

theory eet at naught. 

Pe thing,” he-retorted. ‘If 


“The crime war deliberately planned,” sald 
Dr, Allen, ovldly. “I am quite sure of that,” 

“ And what about the resemblance?” 

“A great many general descriptions apply 
equally to half a dozen Noe 

“You are Allen, I tell you the 
depositions of Mra, White, the etation-master, 
the porter, and a postman (who pointed out Rose 
Cottage) were all taken before they had time to 
talk to each other; and they all tally wonder- 
fully, ; 

© I admit the case looks black against him. 
The circumstantial evidence is terrible, but thers 
will be some weak point in it. His innocence 
will soon come out.” 

“Tt will need to. Magdalen’s sweet face and 
her story, the death of her child and her own 
rapid decline, always made her an object of in- 
terest here. Now that the village has heard of 


is still stronger. It wouldn’s safo for his 
lordship to walk through Rhymington ; he'd be 
penal, to dead certainty.” 

“*T wonder if he knows.” 

“ Keows what?” 

“ His wife's death.” 

“TT reckon he knew it the instant it was a fact. 
What, you persist in his innocence? Well, even 
then he knows it, for, of course, oth oe Ei 
ne ; besides, there’s a secret way o 
ie taneliog it before he’s much older.” . 


Dolly and the fresh trouble coming to shadow 
her violet eyes. 

“You mean—” 

*T mean that a warrant et 
his apprehension on & charge of | murder, 
1 expect he'll be arrested to-day.” 

“ A warrant issued already? What haste {” 

«Popular opinion is strong agaiost him here. 
You see, Allen, he is a duke’s betr, and she was 
child of the people. This iss Radical place, and 
so you can understand which way the sympathy 
goes.” 

** Poor fellow |” 

“T can't understand your sympathy for him.” 

* Can’t you t” 

"T feel convinced of bis guilt.” 

“And I would take an oath of his fnno- 
cence,” : 

Dr, Marray shrugged his shoulders, 

“It won't be a long affair, We shall know 
which of us is right before very long.” 

Ab that very moment Herbert was walking 
down Piccadilly, thinkiag of the fair, sweet gir! 
who, in spite of all bis offences, yet trusted him. 

Lord. Asherton loved Dolly, {f possible, more 
than ever since their Jast meeting. Since he had 
sean her again all the harshness end. bisternes: 
seemed to have gone out of his sorrow, He had 
something now to live for—to prove. himeeif 
worthy of her love. His life-work-was to bear 
his disappolatment, so that in the end his dar- 
ling should not be ashamed of her hero. 

He meant to keep bie resolution, and ge 
abroad, not that he hoped te forget Dolly ia 
Australia, only that in fresh scenes thers would 
be more to interest him end poy ee 


the Monday following, so he 
for adieux ; the four days before he sailed would 


be busy enough. ti 














He had #0 muck to engaxe his thoughts chat 
he never noticed a ehabby-look'ng man following 
him, only ‘when he tursed up - street, 
towards hia chambers, did this. 


: 


bim. 
“Lord A Athivok!” .. d 
* Yea,” pcre te shortly, “what's your 


parivess 8” ce be : 
“(In the ‘pame,” said the shabby man, 
who was a noted dep vein dieguice, ‘' I arrest 
Meas 


yer Aceead wand”! iled Berber,“ What- on 
earth for?” : 
a perce jot oi ae ey my lord. 


en I must trouble you to go with ms to 
Rhy ‘answer to a charge of 

your -M Lady Asherton, s:me time 
in the evening of yesterday.” 


worn when she first came to Field Royal as its 
mistress, i 
“ Does she know!” asked Paul Clifford of his 


“ She bas nota suspicion of it,” 
Paul 


“ He has been committed for trial, Lf the worst 
happens it would be cruel kindness to hide 


“ He never did it, I am eure of that.” 

“So am I, but you see the witnesses have 
eworn positively to him as the man who visited 
that lucklew woman, and the prosecution raised 
bue moat awkward queation—failing himself, who 
‘aad an interest in his unhappy wife's death 2” 

Lord Charteris paced the room iu troubled 


grief. 
“ Why don’t they produce an aliti!” 
“' They can’t,” 
** Oan’yt” 
“No. Herbert declares he was wan 
about the country half 


they have to Where he nexs 
“I see no hope if be can’t an alibi,” | 


sald Lord Obarteris, sadly," Paul,. 


he? He must remember where he wan”. <: i}. 


can't |) 
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“T am sure he does,” 

« Then——” 

"3s fa one of two things—elther he was in 
Sopp ma he ig ashamed to own to, or-——” 

— 
** Or he was with someone whose name he wil! 
‘by bringing it into this affiir, I 
shave ta to him in vain. His mother has 
chance of freedom, 


23 @ the worstof it. The assizes come on 
in a t, and a petision for delay has been 
refosed cuithe ground that there is no further 
evidetee to be collecied.” 


be 

Lord Charteris sighed, 

* Poor { it “will be her denth-blow as 
weil as his.” Poor child’! her love has brought 
nhs 3 = om lowly after 

aye rery * and wearlly 
this. Dostgehets tnvebbecty there was something 
wrong, but'noone heeded her questions. Their 
one object seemed to reaveure her ; but when 
one — Lord Charteris went 
to unexpectedly, and driving over to the 
Court Dolly disvovered Mc, Olifford and his wife 
bad also gone to town, a curiosity seized the gici 
that something was smies; and when ’Melfa 
was taklog off her wraps the Countess saw to her 
dismay thatthe girl's eyes were red with 


crying. 

Dolly was only eighteen in spite of the troubles 
she had passed through. She was wonderfully 
childish and imipnisive still Patting one hand 
on 'Melia’s shoulder, she said, gently,— 

ON pred ony bl lad ly a friend 

oth: gan tell you, my lady, onlya 
ie in great trouble,” 

“ A friend of yours?” 

“ A friend of everyone's,” sobbed "Mella ; ‘' the 
pleasantest gentleman you eversaw, And 
to think the whole world knows it but you, os 
"Id be fit to break your heart. The Earl, he said, 
whoever told you should leave Field Royal ; and 
I couldn’t bear to leave you, my lady, only it's 
half kilied me to hold my tongue.” 

“Listen,” said Dolly, with a new, strange 
dignity. “ For a month or more I have felt there 
was a trouble banging over my friends ; have felt 
they suffered from s sorrow they could not trust 
tome. Melia, you know what it is, and I require 
you to tell me.” 

“Bat the Earl, my lady.” 

Lord Charteris ehall never know from me 
who told’ me. When I found Mr. Ciifford and his 
wife had gone to London besides the Earl I knew 
that eomething had happened.” 

“It's Lord Asherton, my lady,” stammered 
Ameilis, @ little afraid of uttering that name to 
her beautiful young mistress, 

** Te be ill?” 

ay my lady, but he’s in prison.” 

n ” 


"* He's to be tried to-morrow for the murder of 
his wife.” 


One throb of her heart, one throb of relief, 
even in her pain—her darling was her own gain. 
He might be in danger of death, but, at least, 
her love for him was not a six. 

“ Tell me all ? ”» 

Whict: "Melia, having a: good memory and a 
Willing tongue, did very clearly. When ehe got 
to the date of the murder Duily'’s face changed. 

“ You are quite sure it was then—quite sure? 
You have not mistaken the date?” 

“IT am positive, my lady. It was the third 
of September, some time between eight and 


She could not understand her lady's look of 
oh 3 could not understand the gladness in 


voice, 
** Lord Asherton will be free, Amelia, and Iam 
log to town.” 
* Alone?” 
*T shall take you with me, We will go by 
the first train to-morrow. Now go and get a 















facts relied on by the prosecation, and she kuew 
her testimony would break two of them te 


eces, 

The points against Herbert wore his known 
desire for his wife's death, hie inability to account 
for his actions on the night of the murder, and 
that be had taken a passage for Sydney the day 
after the occurrence, and, although the vessel 
sailed in four days, bad not communicated his 
intention to anyone, 

** At leas) I can save him,” breathed D ly. 
“ Poor Magdalen ! who could have killed ber ? But 
it is enough for me to know that {It is not my 
darling,” 

From the paper she took the names of the 
counsel for the defence, and directing an envelope 
to the senior of the same, she encioeed a Netle 
note to warn him her business was immiuent, 
It was very short end simple. 

who can prove an alibi for 
Lord Avberton is waiting outside the Court, 
and pleads to be called as a witness for the 
defence.” 

It was twelve o'clock and pass when Dolly 
reached Paddington—no chance of getting to the 
Curt before the jadge adjourned for )uacheon, 
Things were going very bad with the prisoner. 
The Duke of Porteea had given up all hope, when 
he received a message from the barrister specially 
engsged for his son's defence. 

“A fresh witness had arrived. Come to me at 
once,” 

Dorothea waiting in the station cab, with sus- 
pense marking her every nerve, thought ‘Melia 
would never return, At last abe saw the girl, 
followed by two gentlemen, 

The younger of the two—a clever, refined face, 
thoughtfal and fuli of intelligenco—offered his 
arm to the young stranger and ied her to « emall 
lobby, or watting-room, saying, e!mply,— 

“This is the Duke of Portsea, he has come 
to thank you for your efforte In his son's 
beha'f.” 

Dorothea was almost swooning ; Mr, Honey- 
well poured her out a glass of water. 

** Drink this,” he sald, authoritatively, ‘and 
don’t speak for a minute or two; there's uo 
hurry, the judge fe still at lunch,” 

A moment's rest, and Dolly had gained fresh 
courage. 

‘J am Lady Desmond,” she began, slowly ; 
“once I hoped to be Lord Acherton’s wife. I 
suppose my friends thought ft would pain me to 
know of the charge made agains) him, and so I 
had not a suspicion of what bad happened. I 
discovered it last night by an accident, and I 
hurried here.” 

** Aod you can prove an alibi i” 

"I was walking In my own grounds on the 
third of September, I cannot tell you the exact 
time, but I left Field Royal at eight, and the 
river ie about a mile dietamt. I had been etand- 
iog there ten minutes when I saw Lord Asher- 


Oh, the relief on the Duke's brow! Ob, the 
eparkle in the barrister’s eye ! 

* And you spoke to him?” 

“We were together more than en hour—per- 
haps an hour aad a half; I koow It struck teu 
before I reached the house.” 

‘¢ And no one knew of your meeting 1" 

* No one |" there was break in ber voloo, ‘I 
had beard that he was unhappy, end I wanted to 
comfort him, I suggested he should go abroad, 
and he promized me be would.” 

The Duke and Mr. Honeywell exchanged mean- 
Ing glances of delight. 

“ Did he say where!” 

“ Australia ; he was doubtful between Sydney 
and Meibource, but I thiuk he liked the idea of 
the first best, He meant to be away three or 
four years.” 

* Aad you encouraged him to go 1” 

*y did,” and her eclour deepened, Wo 
could not be more divided with the ocean 
between us then we must have been had we both 
lived ip London.” 

The Duke of Portses took. her hand, and held 
it in both bis own. 

* You will save my boy?” he murmured. 


“Oh! how bis mother and | bless you |” 


The barrister was deeply affected, though, of 






i 
¥ 
r 


, 







See ae ee Se 








ene eee ee oe | 








< eye ee eS ES: Maa DENA \s- 


Aug. 6, 1898. 











AND THERE, IM THE FRAGRART CONSERVATORY, THE LOVERS 80 LONG PARTED MET AGAIN, 


Hr he attempted to look very unsympa- 
etic; bad he, teo, forward to shake 
Worotbea’s hand, and he whispered, kindly, — 

“ What you must have suffered |” 

“it has been a dreary time,” she answered ; 
** burt he will be free.” 

‘There was an intense sensation in Court when 
Mr. Honeywell called his new witmess; every 
gair of eyes seemed fixed on that. slim, bieck- 
tobed figure, How besutiful she wae and how 
childish-tooking, this bearer of one of Eugiand’s 
oldest names, this ewner of an almost royal 
fortune | 

” How he looke at her !* whi-pered a woman of 
the people, speaking of the prisoner. “She’s a 
countess, and they do eay he'll be a dooke, but 
wp ow love each ether jast like common 

And they did, 

Borothea was to have been the last witness 
called. Sne bad jast retired when a man from 
the body of the Qvourt rushed forward, and 
wishout a word of explanation pressed to the 
dock and selsed the prisoner, 

Phere wae a moment of fearful anxiety for 
Herbert’s friends as they saw him in his 
assailant’ deathiike grip; then the warders 
forsibly removed the stranger, and as his face 
and statare became more fuily visible a busz of 
intense excitement wan sudible among the 
spéetators, for in seemed to them that Lord 
Asherton’s double stood there. Oecertainly the 
two men reeembled each ether in a way 
almoet magieal; save for their expression and 
= of manner they were startlingly 

6. 

Br, Money well was the firat te speak, 

** My jerd,” he said, “if I had been unable to 
profuee an alidi I should rest my case confi- 
d¢atly on the incident that bas just taken 
The jury have seen for themeelvee tha it is 
poscdcle for another man to deserve in all points 
the description whiok has been so copfijently 
clatwed as Lord A-herton’s,” 

The judge's speegh wae very short, the jury 





left their box, and the verdict, recelved with 
almost deafening applause, was “ not guilty.” 

Before @ single person had moved from bis 
place Dr. Allen begged for permission to speak. 
He said the man whose murderous attack on 
Lord Asherton had so impressed them had been 
for years an aseistand of his own. His name 
was Robinson, aud he had professed a deep 
attachment for ihe late Lady Asherton, whom 
he had known as Mra. Bertram; he had made 
her an offer of marriage. He was absent from 
Powis Haii at the time of the murder, and since 
his return had been gloomy and taciturn; in 
fact, so strange was hie manver that Dr. Allen 
bad sent for a profesional friend of bigh 
standing, who pronounced him positively to 
be insane, 

Dovgias had got thus far when a peal of 
demoniscal laughter alarmed the Court. Ruobin- 
eon wae danciog a kind of sajlor's hornpipe with 
a pistol in bis hand. Oa being seized by a 
warder the wretched man brandished his weapon 
aloft, erying,— 

* Take iv, take it; it kilied her, the sweetest, 
the fairest, and the best, What dolI want with 
iv now? She would not be mine and I killed 
her, Hal” 

It was an awfal scene. Dorovhea was carried 
senseless from the Court, The whole truth was 
elear pow. Never could Lord Asherton’s most 
blister enemy suspect him of causing his wife's 
death, ; 

When Doliy opened her eyes Lady Madeleine 
was with her and some one else far older than 
Paul Clifford’s wife, with a sweet, kindly face 
and a tender voice. It seemed to Dolly, as the 
Duchess of Portsea bevut and kissed her, that she 
had found ber own mother again. 

Dilly was ill tor weske after that awfal day. 
When she began to get better John R binsoa 
was safely incarcerated in a lunatic asylum, and 
Dr. Allen, having disposed of Powis Hall, had 
retired with Jewima to Sydenham. Herbert 
had really gone to Sydney. and the moment she 
was strong enough the Dake and Dachess of 





Portsea took their charge abroad, and 
after six months of pleasant wanderings ‘nm 
Italian cities they brought her home to be the 
darling of a London season. 

The Duchess presented her ab Court and 
Royal lips deigued to speak in praise of her 
surpassing loveliness, Many a man wooed the 
young Countess of Desmend, not for her rank 
and fortune, but for her own sweet self ; but 
the hearhs which had evffered so much for 
Herbert's sake never wandered from his keep- 


ing. 

The Rhymington tragedy had grown to be a 
thiog of the past, save that strangers often 
visited the double grave in the village church- 
yard, where moiber and child slept so peace- 
fully. People had cessed to think of Lord 

"a trial as @ recent thing, when, as the 
snows of winter were f on Magdalen’s 
tomb, he tame back to Eng 

He went straight te Northshire, where he 
had a standing invitation to visit the Ciiffords. 
There, rej icing tn the birth of a son snd heir, 
and there, in Madeleioe’s frag: aut conservatory, 
the lovers so long parted met again, 

* * * * * 

Well, the months and years have passed since 
that reunion. Dolly wears a plain geld ring 
upon her left hand now, and she has a small, 
golden haired davghter, whose baby voloo 
makes music in the stately corridors of Field 
Royal, and whovse greatest wish is to inepect- 
her mother’s jewel-box, where her favourite 
object is the golden egg which once was DoiLr's 
Lyeacy. 

{tae END. ] 
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“ COME, COME HOME!” JOCRLYN BEGGED HIM 


JOCELYN DE BURGH. 


—:0:— 
CHAPTER IX. 
THE FLOWER—SAPFETY ! 


Wirt a deadly coldoess, a sinking as into deep 
waters, Jocalyn came out of her dead faint, She 
started up, staring round her with wild eyes, only 
to sink back again dumbfounded. 

Had her fright of the gray beast been all a 
dream, like her thought that Glen Farm was 
empty and deserted 1 

For the firelight glowed on the roughly 
pisstered walls of the commonplace kitchen 
where she lay on the fivor, »wo rush arm-chairs 
stood by the hearth, svme sewing Jay on the 
scoured deal table beside a pair of tallow-candles, 
and Molly Moore, fresh as morning in ber priat 
gown, was bending over her. In the firelight 
and her own faintne:s, Jocelyn could nob see 
the other girl’s face was white with apprehension; 
nor did she see @ man, who stood behind the 
table, divided between pity and annoyance. 

‘The dog—where is the dog?” she muttered, 
her great eyes on Molly Moore's face that was 20 
strangely ashen, 

“He's gove; he was only our farm dog,” 
Molly svawered, with something in her voice 
that might have been relief, ‘Here, drink 
this!” She made Jocelyn swallow some whisky, 
— taste of it brought everything back to 

er. . 


She sat up, her hat fallen from her coils of 
dead-leaf hair, and looked straight at Molly 





way. Hugo de Bargh ie going to raid this 
place and the whisky still to-merrow night,” 

‘*What do you mean? There's no Mr, de 
Burgh here. le the girl crazy 1” 

The man had stepped’ forward, and for a 
moment Jocelyn stared at him. Toen she re- 
membered that he aust be Molly's brother, and 
that it was he who had takem ber father from a 
living death. 

** Hash, Bryan, don’t frighten her!” Molly 
cried ; but Jocelyn’e face had hardened. 

‘*He can’t frighten me after to-night,” she 
said, *‘ when I’ve come up here alone, and met— 
you know what ”—significantly—-“ on the way!” 

Molly Moore shivered, 

* You met Wolf, and came on?” Incredulously. 

“Thad to come” Simply. “There was no one 
else, and what I heard I had to let you kaow,” 

But Metly had ehut her eyes as if the vielon 
before them was intolerable. It made her sick 
to think what might have happened to the gir) 
alone, and in the dark. How had she terrified 
the uncanny guardian of Gien Farm to make 
him come scratchiog at the window to be let in 
like a whipped spaniel ! es 

“What business {fs ib of yours,.and who are 
you?’ Bryan Moore said, angrily. “There are 
no distillers here, and no de Bargbs, I'll bave you 
sana What do you mean by your crazy warn- 

8 

“To-morrow night will show you what I 
mean.” She jumped up and faced him, her blood 
bot, “As for who J am, take me to Mr. 
Richard de Bargh and I'll tell him/ It’s no 
business of yours.” 

‘* Who ia Richard de Burgh?’’ But his eur- 
prize at her knowledge showed in bia honest, 
handsome face. “Why don’t you look for him 
at eee, Burgh if you say there is auch a 


“Hugo is at Castle de Burgh,” she said, 
slowly, and with such meaning that hie distrust 
of her somehow faded, “And Hugo knows he 


Moore's colour changed a little, 

















“YOU MUST FOLLOW MEB—YOU MUSTN'T spRax!” 


** What are you to Hugo de Burgh?!” he asked, 
bluntly. “ And why should you come out of hie 
house to warn Molly and me that he is down on 
the distillers? We knew that!” 

“What am I? I am his worst enemy,” she 
answered, consideringly. ‘‘I will ruin bim for 
what I have heard to-night.” 

Like a dali hot iron her wronge burned at her 
heard; her long childhood of hard mi-ery, her 
father’s nineteen years ina living grave. Take 
me to Richard de Burgh!” she cried ont, 
stamping her foot. ‘And say no more about 
crazy warnings, You know as wel! as I that 
raiding the dietiliers is only a pretext, under 
cover of it they will get Richard de Burgh and 
take him biick to the asylum.” 

“ Hago knows all about it.” 

" How do youkaow! Did he tell you?” with 
clumsy sarcasm. 

“T Hetened”"—she was splendid as she stood 
before him—‘"I was in the next room, and F 
heard them talking of me, and of Richard de 
Burgh, Iv is he I came to see ; take me to him. 
What do I care for you aud your distillers?” 
superbly, 

“ Why should you care for bim 1” Moore said 
slowly, “* What is he to you—supposing there is 
euch a person ?” 

Jocelyn rut her hand to her throat. 

* He's my father!” she anewered very slowly, 
very quictly. ‘1 sm the child he left with Mise 
Barry.” 

Molly jamped to her brother's side. 

“Is true.” she cried, “God forgive me, 
thought Mr. Richard was mad when he sald, the 
day she was here, that he'd seen a ghost! It’s 
truth she speake, Bryan ; the poor soul knew her 
that day.” 

* Hold your tongue 1” Moore answered sharply. 
“ Hie child never was to know che had a father, 
nor even her own name. Aad she and Mise Barry 
went to America years ago,” 

He was torn in two with fear of falling into 
some trap of Hugo de Burgh’s, and with a grow~ 
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ing belief in the innocent, fearless eyes fn the 
strange girl’s face, 

“ America?” scornfully, “ who told you that? 
She lives in London, at fourteen Ted worth Square, 
Caelsea. With a few quick sentences ahe poured 
outall her strange story, but the man still was 
unbelieving. 

“Swear,” he anid, sulkily, “on the Book that 
_— true and honest, and no spy of Hago de 
Bargh’e.” 

H: took Molly's Bible from a shelf and held ft 
to her, and Jocelyn, with a steady voice, tovk the 
oath he gave her, Bat her eyes flashed as she 
looked up at him sgain. 

‘Tt I were a liar, and what you think me, 
what wonld oaths matter to me?” she said, 
“Think, instead, that I stole out of the house 
and up here in the dark ; think what lay in my 
road. Would I have braved that to betray 


you? ; 

The may for the firet time was convinced, 

“ Forgive me, miss,” he said, awkwardly 
“we're hard beset up here.” 

“‘Taen take me to my father,” imperiously.- 

“ He isn't here, he’s hid away ; you've no time 
if you want to get back to-night.” 

ime—she had forgotten it ! 

She turned wildly to where a clock ticked on 
the wall; it was half-past seven, Moore was 
right ; if she was to do avy good to Richard de 
Bargh she mast go home now. If her absence 
were discovered the stupidest man on earth 
would suspect her—and Hugo was not etupid ! 

"TI must go back {” thick tears of disappoint- 
ment in her eyes. ‘* Aud I wanted to see him. 
Taey told me I had no relations—Miss Barry and 
Martha—and I was so lonely, so lonely! And 
now I must walt and wait,” 


Moore nodded, 
‘*Tv’e no use spoiling a ship for a ha’ of 
tar,” he sald, shortly. “I'll see you to 


Castle de Burgh, and I'll tell your father——” 
bat there he hesitated, 

Richard de Burgh was chafing now at being 
hidden away up here. What would he doif he 
knew that his child, whom he had trusted to 
Misa Barry, was alone in the house of his 
enemles? 

“No, tell him nothing!” Like lightning 
Jocelyn had read his thoughts, “ Wait till this 
is over aud things are quiet; till I can come 
again. Let me dell him myself!” 

‘Tis best,’ he answered, slowly. “I'm 
obliged to you for comfog, but you must never 
try ib again, after nightfall.” He took his hat 
from a psg on the wall, 

Jocalyn caught Molly by the arm. 

“You believe me, You'll keep him safe for 
me,” she breathed. “Oh! think If it was your 
father; if you'd never known till to-day that 
you had a soul belonging to you—if you'd found 
out, like me, that even your name wasn’t true.” 

“ We'll keep him safe-—why, it was Bryan who 
got him here!” Molly orled impulsively, Then 
ehs threw her arme round the girl and whispered 
in herear: . 

“Mr. Gilbert,” she sald so softly that her 
brother could not hear her, " he’s not in it. He’s 
not like Mr. Hugo.” 

Jocelyn was afraid to answer. In her own soul 
whe was certain that she would trust neither 
chick nor child of Alicia de Burgh’s. 

* Come, comet” she cried to Moore. ™ Oh, 
iv’a hard to go, and yet I must,” her heart 
swelling with disappoiatment at the thought of 
the days that mast go by before her father, who 


. hod been buried alive for nineteen years, could 


know that she was near him, Moore opened the 
door of the room, but first he put out the canéle. 
In the dull glow of the fire Jocelyn suddenly saw 
why no light had shone from the farmhouse, 
The room they were fn was not the kitchen 
where Molly Moore had fed her that morning, 
but a cellar without windows, 

“Why do you sit here, where no light can 
show!” ehe asked, stumbling after Moore 
through a passage that elanted upwards, 

* Lights mean one thing, darkness another,” 
he retorted. “There's one can see both from 
bao he is.” ald lighte” 

“Then to-morrow + there will be lights ¥° 
breathlessly, , 





“ To-morrow-night,” he repeated, grimly, 
“there will be lights, Look out!” suddenly, 
“* don’ go there |” : 

He caught her by the arm in the dark, but he 
was too late, They wore ab the foot of the cellar 
stairs, and she had passed in front of him and was 
standing very near a half-open door. 

From it came the sound of a chain run sharply 


my not 
“ Move,-—oh, move!" Molly orld “You 
don't know how treacherous be is! I wouldn’ 


ee} 2 > 
“T don’t know,” thoughtfaliy. ‘‘I only know 
that he could have killed me twice 


with awed wonder. + 

He unfastened the great beast and Molly 
shrank back from him, as he snarled ather, Bat 
Jocelyn stooped end kissed the grizzled head with 
@ passion of gratitude, The greatest bar between 
her and the father she would was destroyed; 
more, was turned to a means of Her 
blood danced in her with pride and hope as she 
went silently slong the dark homeward way ; 
with Moore leading, and at her heel, with his 
nose thrust into her hand, the fierce thing that 


the arm. 

. “Go back, I’m all right now,” sheeaid, ‘ And 
first I must thank you; some day, please God, 
I'll repay you for what you've dove for my 
father: Tell me, why did you do it?” 

" Because I liked him,” groffiy ; he would not 
say that a stone could not have seen such euf- 
fering unmoved. ‘** But be careful, miss, 
and canny,” imploringly. ‘* You won't do any- 

out telling me; and you won’t be 


“‘T'll not come again tlil you send for me,” she 
answered, bravely, ‘and not then ff {t isn’t safe, 
But there are things I must tell my father ; Mra, 
gel Tm ah am ssilivieeitl 

‘ He eays not, 

** Bat T know,” coolly, “and when I know 
more I'll tell you, Only you musb trust me, for 
Vm Richard de Burgh’s 
voice proud, 

“T’'ll trust you for more than that, for I never 
knew a lisr that was brave to the bone.” 


te bat | 
trike 


the night? She had no idea of the time such 
things wore done at Castle de Burgh. 

Bat the door gave to her touch. With a breath 
of thankfulness she stood inside the lighted 
passage, and saw the clock on the wall only 
marked nine. 

Like a homing pigeon she flew to her ownroom, 
and on the turn of the stairs atopped short, Lord 
Hantley, of Hollycrosa, was straight ia front of 
-her, on hie way to Gilbert de Burgh’s room. 

In her damp clothes, her hat pashed back from 
her forehead, she stood gazing ab him, her cheeks 
scarlet from her walk. 


~ "Good evening, I'm not @ ghost!” he ww, 
ace aa haps wok gon Se siates 


was 

Would he tell them , 

been out $ She brought sli yher courage to be: 
b> eatlatay cee Ny NS: aay 


said, quietly, 
nt ont in the 









CHAPTER X, 
THE PERIL OF ALICIA DE BURGH, 
Tue day after Jocelyn’s expedition had crept 


by, each hour a hundred to Alicia ds 
Burgh. It was after miduight now, but there 
was uo one to tell her how long after ddwn it 
must be before Hugo came home. She lay 
motionless in her aplendid bed, too even 
to toss in the anxiety that burned very 


soul, 

She had the truth, when she sald thers 
was more than Hugo kuew. Till Richard was 
caught and smuggled back to the asylum, the 
very dread of doom would hang over his step- 


The whole sumptuous room seemed to glitter 
with points of light; the tollette-table shone 


like @ jowel-case under the many the 
rose-ehaded lamps were, doit to 
more then any other, the» — 
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ebeliland sudden. ‘‘I hear eomeone comivg up 
from the emoking-room ” with a feeble lie that 
was beneath hor. “ If it’s Mr, de Bargh, you can 
go. 1 want to speak to him.” 

Matthews peered sleeplily from the door behind 
into an empty corridor. 

“The master went to diae with Lord Huntley, 
wadam,” ebe cald, ‘* Did you forget?” 

*' Well, he will come home 1” the old 
woman shrieked furiously at her. “ Don’t speak 
till you're — You can go—go to bed, 
out of ight 

oe lsh ibcoed. 

“ Mies Brown !” 

“Yes, Mra. de Burgh?” 

“} can’t sleep; I am fit. Can't you amuse 
me? Bat I suppose not. What can a chit of a 
Fea ee tee ry oe da Ob! if you 
could '. 

Teanddoge Shall 11” the black hatred f 
ber heart nearly choking as spoke. 
Richard de Bargh might Me ne bound or 


dead on the mountain, and must 
ging to soothe his enemy’s 

Yet, as she stood at the cripple, her 
heart failed her, for Alicia de was shivering 
in her bed. Ye was ; 

After all, whatever she had. done, she was 


helpless now, and in torture of body and mind. 

**Shall I sing?” she asked, her voice atrangely 
entle. ts 4 
or! Nay nol” fretfally, “Ob, it I could only 
slesp | but to lie like this till daylight! What 
time fs int” 

“ Nearly two.” 

“Give me my drops; half my quantity !” 
She dared not trust herself now; any.moment 
she might break-out Into sobs of anguish, so 
awful was the terror on her tarpisued soul. 

Jocelyn measured them too care- 
fuily, for her hand trembled a little, ., 

“T have put too much, nearly all your dose,” 
she eald, dismayed. ‘‘ Will you have it?™ 

“Yes, yes! It would take more than there is 
ta the bottle to make me sleep,” She gulped 
down the mixture Jocelyn held to her lipa, and, 
for a time, lay wide-eyed, but quiet, her fingers 
no longer on the quilt, 

The girl, seated opp site, stared at a mirror ip 
front of her that seemed to reflect myriads of 
=a How still it was; how deathly 
etfli! 

She beard the fice barning, the sound of her 
own heart beating. And she waa alone, at the 
dead of night, with her worst enemy, and 
passlonlesely—as though ehe were wondering at 
the forbearance of some one marvelied 
thas she had never thought of putting an end 
rob utsce ie Burgh with the drugs she mixed for 


She glanced askance at the bed. 

Tae cripple’s black eyes were covered by lids 
ike old parchment, her breath came slowly 
throvgh her ploched nostrils. She was asleep. 
Hugo might be dead out on the mountalus, the 
rald migho have failed, but that kindly drug had 
prevailed even against the terror as of death 
that had racked the woman whose mind had 
outlived her body, 

On, if feould take ft!” . The. girl stretched | 
out her arms to her own reflection, a lonely black 
figure forlorn among the satin furnishiogs, the 
lighte fit for a ball-room, “ Bat if I would I 
dare not, Hugo might come in and find me,” - 

She gave a frightened glance round the room. 
Sappose he were to come in, as he might now at 
any minute! Where could she got 

There was room enough for her between the 
rose-coloured havgings and either of the three 
doors leading out—but how was she to 
without knowing by which one be would come 

And her quick ears caught a sound, a foot- 
step ; faint, cautions; it was he, he was coming 


now | 


_ 






like one dead in the gorgeous bed. The footsteps 

came wearer. 

Jocalyn crouched to the floor. 

A door opened softly, ehe could hear the allk 

hangings fall together again as some one passed 

through them. She waited to hear the voice of 

the max she dreaded say that a bad night's work 

was done, 

But Hugo de Burgh, if it were he, was silent, 

standing still inside the threshold. In the quiet 

she heard him breathe, 

Was it possible that he saw her? That he 

was even now staring at some betraying fold of 

her black gown, that would show like a blot of 

ink ip the rose and gold of the lighted room. She 
for a hand to fall on her ehoulder. 

He was moving ; now he must be close to Mra, 

de Burgh’s bed. As she listened, paralyzed with 

fear of discovery, a low exclamation sounded 

loud in the qulet room. 

“ Alicia! Can that be Alicial” 

This was fot Hago! But who was it, comivg 
like @ thief in the night t 

Jocelyn raieed herself cautiouely inch by inch, 
and looked out bedween the table and the old- 
fashioned looking-glass that stood on it, 

Heavens | who was this, and what 
had he come to do! 

A man—tall, grey-haired, clean shaven—stood 
by the bed, his arms folded, His high, clear-cut 
features in the brilliant light showed thin and 
worn, but handsome still, There were liucs 
round his mouth where Despair had drawn her 
finger, his shoulders were bowed a little as by & 
borden too heavy for his spirits. 

Who was he? Bat even while she questioned, 
she krew. She clutched the edge of the table, 
for the room was swimming before her. 

Richard de Burgh, her father, with all his 
wrongs on his head, stood beside the woman who 
had ruined his life, 

How bad be got here, and for what reason ¢ 

“ Father, father!” she thought, desperately, 
tears in her eyes,—“‘ob, what shallIdo?” — 

“ Alicia!” the man said agein, very quietly. 
“And the ninsteen years siuce my father died 
have turned you to an old woman and me to av 
oldman. Bat I was a fool then ; a fool who had 
not sense to beat you with your own weapons, 
But now—you have given me nineteen years to 
think of that night's work! Nothing elee, Mrs. 
de Burgh, night or day—and I swear that I have 
thovght to some purpose. And you said I was 
mad, swore me into « life-long m; I was 
mad, not to see your game, or 
played it for. Wake up, Alicia! 
know I could kill you where you lie?” He bent 
down over the bed, but he did not lay a finger on 
the sleeping woman. . 

The morphia was heavy.on her, her lida were 
drawn like stretched parchment over her eyes, 
her thin lips were parple with exhaustion. 

" Well, you sleep now,” he said softly, “ but 
there were vights when you waked to dream of 
me. First for love, when were Alicia Lioyd, 
and I would have none you; then for hate 
when you married my father and would have 
your son inbesit. But you forgot one thing in 

planet. I have a child too—and Heaven 
eat where she is to-night. Bun I'll find her, 
if Ltramp the world, If I thoughd you knew 
where she waz, l’d choke now till I got it out 
of you—but,” he sanhod the cripple’s fingers 
Were moving on thecoverlet. She sighed as if 
a bad dream oppressed her, but she dii not 


The man looked at her, irrezolute. 
“T came, I think, to kill you,” he muttered ; 
ih may aes 00 gh nogmen gr shee you already. I 
pray, instead, that you live long enough to ses 
your crimes wasted, to see your sons turned out 
of Castle de Burgh with s younger son's portion, 
re Depry omen Meigen nen tk gn 
b, my ’ you put 
yourself in the hollew of my hand. And Price, 
that creature of Hugo's, is lying dead on the 
will be bringing him 


but now 
turned as though he heard something, and 





leapt to ber feet behind the table. She 
ha eoming— 


Sue stepped from behind her shelter, and 
stood holding out speechiess hands to tho man 
who had said not one word as she appeared. 

Instead he quivered from head to foot, as ons 
who sees a ghoat ; nay, a epirit from Paradise. 

“ Jocelyn, my heart, I did not touch her,” he 

eaid, quice evenly. ‘My heart of bearts-' 
* Hash!” the girl breathed, with an Intoler- 
able pang, for it was to her long dead mother he 
spoke, pot to the child of his love, The tears 
poured down her face. 

** Father !"’ ehe murmured, ' don’t you know 
me? Father!” 

Bub the mist had cleared from the man’s eyes; 
this was no spirit that he looked on. 

“You are the girl I saw at Glon Farm,” he 
returned, “ Why should you call me father ?” 

But he trembled stili, and stared at her, 

“Because I am your child; Jocelyn, your 
child,” she sobbed, “Think, think—you had 
@ child,” 

** What would my child do here?” But he 
came close to her and turned her face up to his, 
“For Heaven's sake, girl, who are you!” said 
Richard de Burgh, thickly. 

**Come, come, and I'll tell you ali!” Jocelgn 
orled, frantically. She looked at M-«. de Burgh, 
but the morphia held her still, “ Hugo is com- 
ing, you muet come with me, and truet me, If 
you don’t they'll take you.” 

She grasped him by the arm, that felt weak as 
a little child’s, and hurried him into Mrs. de 
Burgh’s eltting-room, steering through the fur- 
niture skilfully as if ib were light, Ounce out fa 
the corridor, she led him swiftly through the 
deserted house to her own rooni, As the door 
closed on them, Hugo de Burgh, with blood on 
his hands, turned from his mother’s door, 

‘'Time enough,” he said, “in the morning.” 
And did not know that there would never again 
be time to fiaish the night’s work. 

Richard de Bargh sank exhausted into a chair 
as his daughter locked her door, If Moore had 
seen him, he would lave warned her that it was 
useless to talk to him. A dark fit was on him, 
when he heard nothing of what was said, save 
what his weary mind kuew before, 

But Jocelyn was on her knees beside his chair, 

“Pather, 1 am Jocelyn!” she said, “ Was 
Jocelyn my mother’s name t”’ 

“Jocelyn was my wile,” he esid, slowly. 
“Ob! I married her; that was why we quar- 
relied, my father and 1. Bat it meant nothing ; 
he spoke his mind ; I never bore him any malice; 
it was not I who killed him!” 

“Hush, hush! I know!” her band on his 
sleeve, that was so threadbare, ‘' But the child, 
ehe wae Jocsiyn too?” 

*€ She was a baby. . How can you be she §,” 

“It’s nineteen years,’ the girl whispered, 
“Listen |” she was frightened as ehe looked at 
bis pale face, ‘‘Shall I tell you how I came 
here?"’ 

"Tf you like! But it doesn’t matter to me,” 
as if she worried him, “ My Jocelyn is dead. 
You're like her, but you're not she, and the 
other waa s baby.” 

He ahut his eyes and leaned back heavily. 
In the silence the Castle clock-tower rang three. 

Jocelyn started, 

He sat here in the house of his enemies, 
brought by an impulee that, dying, had lefs him 
nerveless, And it would soon be day. She must 
get him away, somehow, 

There was sal-volatile in ber bedroom; ehe 
mixed it, and he drank it with ‘hat obedience 
that told so dreadful a tale. 

“You must come with me back to Glen Farm,” 
she whispered. “It ian't safe here!” 

*Gien Farm,” be assented, ‘' But it's a long 
way. Wili I be eafe there t”’ 

The girl's beard contracted. 

Would het For all she knew each step of 
the way might be watched, Price had been 
killed, he said, and men were not killed with 
impunity even here in the mountains, 

‘Who killed Price?” She looked at him 
eee i 

Richard laughed. 

* He feli Sen the cliff! Hugo uw no one, 
there.was uo one there, QOaly Wolf, and he did 





not see him,” 
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“ Did Wolf fly at Prica t” still with her eyes 
ep his face, 

* He jamped with h’s paws on his chest, and 
Price went over. 1 saw it from the cave, and I 
eaw Hugo, So I came here. But Alicia is old 
and dying. I did not touch her.” 

* Game, come home!” the girl. begged hia, 
with o fearful wonder if she couid ever get him 
out of Castle de Burgh “You must follow me 
—you musto't speak,” abe contiaued. “ 1’) take 
you home.” 

“You can’t,” he said, simply. “1 have no 
home, you kaow ; they put me in an asylum.” 

With a heard turned to ice she took him by the 


nd. 

“Come to Gien Farm, to Molly,” she cosxsd, 
and at the touch of her fingers something seemed 
to wake in hie dulled heart, 

“Livtle flogers, like Jocelyn’s,” he muttered, 

-" Yes, we'll go i” 

Hand-in-haad the strange pair passed through 
the quiet passages and out by the side door, 
unmolested. 

But the girl's hand was tense with anxiety as 
they began the uphill journey. What would they 
fo if a eordon of police was seb round Glen 


Farm? 
(To be continued.) 
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"IT WIXT TWO LOVES. 
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(Continued from page 391.) 


* Well, I’m sure I don’t know,” he heard Mrs. 
Bouncer reply; “but, avyways, I'l) ack Mr, 
Wingrove.” 

** Wo, don’t, don't |” the other voice replied — 
“ib doesn’t matter, and I will go away now.” 

"Well, stop till I come back,” Mrs. Bouncer 
sald, rising in answer to the bell, which then 
sounded from Harry’s room. 5 

** Who ia that you are talking to1” the latter 
asked, on hie housekeeper making her appear- 
ance, 

“It isthe young woman, sir, who, when you 
was so bad, I jast took the liberty of engaging 
to help me, for, as you know, sir, I ain’t so young 
as I wae,” 

““That’s all right, Mrs, Bouncer,” Harry re- 
sponded ; “ but what is the argument now ?” 

‘Only aboat the remaining, sir,’ was the 
rep! ° 

eb her come fn, and I will decide,” Hi 
answered, but as Mre Bouncer still remained. 
"what are you waitiog for?” he asked. 

“ Bacause, sic,” the wonraan repiled, hesitatingly, 
'* J don’t think as how she will, for ever since 
you came to yourself, eir, for nothing I could do 
Would she go anear you.” ; 

* Teil her she mus>.” 

- It was some seconds after the order had been 
received before Mre. Bouneer could prevail] on 
Pilly to obey it; but just se Harry's patience 
was slmost exhausted a gentle knock was heard 
on his door, and in answer to his “ Come in,” she 
entered, 

Turniog ab the same time, a shudder’ ran 
through the frame of Harry when his eyes med 
tho:e of the girl who had nursed him through hie 
illneas ; but recovering himself with an effort,— 

‘‘You have been assisting Mrs. Bouncer, I 
believe, when I waslaid up!” he said, 

“T have, sir,” was the reply. 

** Did you know her previously ?” he asked. 

“No sir,” she answered, lowering her eyes 
until the lashes almost swept her ** But 
Mre. Oortis, at the paper shop, knowing I was 
oub of employment, as Mrs. Bouneer had spoken 
to her, thought I might suit,” 

oer rg would you like to remain 1” he ques- 


toned, 

** T—T don’t know, sir,” she repiied. ‘’ Ne— 
ne, I think I had better go.” and Harry could 
see the tears as they bung on the long lashes, 

© Do you live with your mother, then 1” 





question appeared to reeali her to her- 
Be. . 

“No. Ileft-——" and then the rest of the 
sentence died on her lips. 

*“Oome closer,” said Harry. "I want to see 
eo You remind meso much of a git] I once 

new.’ 

* Yes,” she answered, whilst) the warm blood 
roshed to her face. 

* Yes,” he repeated, ‘so much that if I did 
not know that she was dead I should think I was 
speaking to Hetty Linton.” 

‘‘Te she dead, then?” she asked. 

“ Poor little Hetty,” he replied, speaking more 
to himself than to the gir}, who had now advanced 
near to the chair in which be was seated. ‘* Poor 
Hetty ! if I could only recall the past, I should 
be a happier man than I sm now,” 

His head was resting on his hand, his thoughts 
so centred ia the past that he had become almost 
oblivious of the girl’s presenee unti) a movement 
on her part aroused him from his reverie, when, 
on turning to where she atood, he uttered an ex- 
clamation of eurprise. 

Tae white mob cap which had surmounted 
her smooth blsck hair wason the floor, whilst 
the latter in natural fell over her neck 


artd shoulders, clustering in dainty curls from the | 


band which had confined them, as though glad 
to resume their usual style. 

‘* Hetty, is it a dream?" Harry cried, reaching 
until, in encircling the gir]'s wsi-t, he could assure 
himself that she was in the flesh. “ Was it not 
you, then, whose body I recognised in the parish 
dead-house, and which I afterwards had buried ?” 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she replied ; 
“but I am Hetty Linton. Forgive me, Harry, 
for the part I have played, bus 1 theught you had 
forsaken me. J cailed here when you were 
away; I wrote, but no answer came, 
until driver to the verge of midoess by 
what I considered as your cruelty to me, and the 
sneers that even my mother threw at me, I 
determined to hide myeelf from all those I ever 
knew. With the remsinder of the movey you 
had given me I took lodgings nesr here, with the 
hope that, unknown to you, I might still have 
the happiness of again seeing you. It was then, 
on calling at Mrs, Cartis’s one morning, to whom 
T had stated my desire to obtein some employ- 
ment, that I heard of your illness, when dis- 
guielng myself as I best could I saw Mre, Bouncer 
and you know with what resulc.” 

“And che never recogoised you?” asked 
Harry. 

" Ab one time,”’ replied Hetty, “I feared she 
would do so; but although she seemed te re- 
mewber something iu connection with me she 
failed to know what it was, and grew weary at 
last of worrying her brains further about it.” 

"Thank Hesven!” replied Harry, fervently, 
“that you are alive, Hetty, and that it has 
spared my life that I may make atcenement for 
the past,” 

* And you do love met” Batty asked. 

© Never until I eaw' that dead faee so like your 
own @id I know that I really joved you ;” and 
then he told her of that ead journey which he 
and Mrs, Linton took to g:ze on what they eup- 
posed to be was her own remains, 

“But tell me, Harry,” she asked, whilst 
nestling closer to his aide, knowing more happi- 
ness in these moments of their reuvion than in 
all the wild fancy of their former love, “ who is 
the Queenie of whom you raved 3” 

* Queenie,” he repeated, with a start, ‘‘isa 
married woman, the wife of Sir Anthony Ty- 
ford, and the baby-love of my boyhood days 
You are nod jealous now Hetty, are you?” he 


* And was she very dear to you?” 

“She was,” he answered, in reply to her ques- 
tion ; “ but the love I gave Queenie was as the 
madness of a dream, for she was as far from me, 
little one, as the moon in the heavens. We are 
all a little med at times, you know,” and he 
smiled sadly, “ Toat was the point or which T 
was not entirely But, thank Heaven, I 
bave recovered my now,” ke added, *' and 
no love but yours, darling, will ever find a place 
in my beart.” 

“Oh! I am so happy, Harry,” she oried, 





clazping her ‘arme around his neck, but ae the 
thoughts of what Mra. Bouncer would think re- 
carred to her mind, ‘I bad better go now,” she 
added. 

* Yea,” Harry answered, “to your mother’s, 
Hetty, where I will rejoin you later on,” when, 
once more the face he had never thought 
to see again in this life, Harry ascisted her ic 
once more assuming the disguise she had pre- 
viously worp, after which she was soon on her 
way to"Lupus-street, 

For some time after her departure Harry re- 
mained deep in thought, He had heard Mrs, 
Bouncer questioning her as to how she had got 
on with the master, and Hetty’s reply, that her 
services not belpg required any longer, she was 
going home. After which there were sounds of 
an affectionate parting between the pair, and then 
the patter of the girl’s heels on the stairs as sho 
went out into the street. 

Unconscious of the cold, giving colour to the 
noses of those ashe met, whilet their countenances 
in every other respect were white and 
Hetty tripped along with that great happiness in 
Re ee ere all surround- 

& . 

She only stayed a few moments ab her late 
lodgings to re-arrange her bair and dress before 
proceeding to her mother’s home ; and the gloom 
of the wioter’s day was fast merging into even- 
ing when the arrived ab Lupus-street, 

A new servant answered the door, so that she 
was, 20 far, saved the meeting with a familiar 
face. But az,in reply to her gentle tap at Mra. 
Linton's, the well-known voice hid her enter, 
and she felt ber hesrr thump, thump with the 
excitement she could not reetrain, 

The former was seated with her back to the 
door, bat turning partly round as Hetty entered, 
a deathly overspread her countenance, 
when, startiog from her chair, — 

“ Who are you?” she almost screamed. 

“ Hetty, mother; dear mother! Your owa 
Hetty! Tell me you know me!” she cried, 
whilst throwing herself at her mother’s feet ; bud 
Mrs, Linton, falling back in the seat she so lately 
occupied, would have pushed ber from her, 

“No, no,” she faintly uttered; “Hetty is 
dead, dend 1” 

And then she closed her eyes, as thovgh to shut 
out the eight of that other white face, on which 
she had gazed as that of ber own daughter, wher 
suddenly the hand with whieh she had 
the weeping girl fell motionless by her side, as a 
double knock resounded on the street door. 

* What is it, Hetty 1’ Harry asked, when the 
former, with streaming eyes, rushed te meet him 
on bis entering the apartment. 

“Ob! come here, come here)” the cried. 
“My poor mother! See, I have killed her 1” 

And she led him to where Mra. Linton stil! 
remained. 

"Let a doctor be summosed immediately,” 
said Harry, when, placing his hand on the stil 
heart, whose pulsations bad ceased for ever, his 
worst fears were confirmed ; sad on the landlady 


“ Ab, poor lady !"’ the Jatter.replied, ‘she bas 
been ailing ever since ""—sud she gave a sceptics! 
look towerds Hetty—“ the funeral, you know, 
sir ; and the doctor eald only yesterday ib was 
but » question of weeks.” 

A few moments later the latter arrived, whe> 
Hetty, through ber sobs, related to him how ebe 
had retarned to the mother who bad supposed 
her dead, whilst ee ee in bitter 
accents for the hand she had in bringing her 
illness to Ita fatal orleis. 
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other ciroeumstances which deemed [> necessary “Wantep—A quiet, modest young lady as 
that the time which had already pased should THE RIVAL SISTERS. companion to an elderly woman living in 5 grand, 


not be aod es it was urged by the gloomy old house in the suburbs of an Eoglish 
that ic marriage should take place <== town. Must come well recommended. Address 
without farther deley, the final arrangements CHAPTER XLIIL Mre. Desmonp, Barmiaster 


peedily made. : 
wThas it should be a quiet offsir was agreed on As the carriage containiog Philip Desmond *' Desmond |” 
by both, the Iandisdy’s daughter alone accom. | and Trixy came to a eudden stop, he put his head The name fairly took Lots’s breath away, for it 
Hetty as bridesmaid, being a ae, out of the window to learn the cause, and found | was the name bestowed apon her by the young 


on by each, whilst Harry deter they had already reached the station. man who had wedded and deserted her within an & 
oe a friend Hartree to be present at | ~ We shall reach home by nightfall,” he said, | hour. 
the ceremony ; and Fred wae not a little sur- in a tone of relief. The very eight of it made her heart grow sick b 4 


hen e few weeke later he receivedaletter| But to this remark Trixy made no reply. She | and faint. Scill, it held a strange faecination for y 
from the same to say that he required his pre- | was wondering how she could ever eadare life | ber. She turned to look at it egaiu—to study ie a 
gence in town on important business, affecting the | under the same roof with his prying mother and | closely, to eee how it appeared in print, when, to ZY 
happiness of his whole life, sister. her amazement, she caught the neme “' Philip 
What is he up to nowt” the former queried. | While we leave them speeding onward, toward | Desmond” in s column immediately adjotoing it, 
be surprised if he were going to get | the place which was to be the ecens of a pitiful! She glanced up at the head-lines, and as she 't 
married, after all.” tragedy, we must draw back the curtain which | did so the very breath seemed to leave her body. } 
And is his heart Fred even hoped that{t might | has velled the past, and learn what hae become | It was a sketch of life at Brighton by a special ¥ 
as pr eee Pe pe ny ptt _— of = ow — was ¥ 
Harry to Baxtov, he feared agsin, by so doing, ter desertion young husband g on among people there, particularly at ‘ 
p ueenie x whom she bad but jast led, and the theft of | 8 certain hotel. Nearly half a column was given ; ; 
money which he had placed in her hands, she | to extolling the beauty of young Mrs. Desmond, ‘ 
in ravages of brain fever for | née Beatsice Pomeroy, the bride of Doctor Philip 4 
fancied love, a new | many weeks in the home to which the kind- | Desmond, her diwmouds, her magnificent cos- 
to her | hearted policeman had escorted her. tumes and emart.turn-outs, 
husband—a little mite of ee but one all Bat her youth, health, and strength at last The paper fell from Lofe’s hands, She did not 
link . he 4 one day, in the late faint, or cry out, or utter any moan; she sat 
“T am so gisd you are come, Fred,” sald Harry, | summer, the doctor in charge pronounced her | there quite still, like an imege carved In stone. 
very weak. Phitip Desmond was at Brighton with bis 
soon a3 she wna able to leave her bed, Lois | bride ! : 
he shook his friend’s hand with the old, cheery | sent for the matron. Toe words eeemed to have scorched their way 
grasp Fred understood eo well. ~ “You have all been very kind to me,” she | 4°wu to the very depths of her soul and seared 
“What is in the wiod nowt” he asked, when | sald, tears shining im her dark eyes. “You have | themselves there. Philip Desmond was at 
the former at last released him, “Going to be | saved my iife ; but perhaps it would have been | Brighton with his bride! 
married t” better if you had let me die.” What, then, fo Heaven's name was she?" 
thing,” was the reply ; “ but you “Mo, no, my dear; you must nob cay that,” Poor Lois! It seemed to her in that moment 
to the good woman, quickly, “You are | that she wae dying. 
Not very likely,” answered Fred, “never | intended to do much geod on earth yet} Had be played @ practical joke upon her? 
, stronger, we will talk | 4 the marriage which she had believed in so 
ten pl she had no certidest had he 
enewgh to talk about it now,” he no certificate. She heard t 
4 “You mc I am poor, and the cena = a them igen 
tended him wa which a 1 can » 18 b g tt to them when they settled 
et 7 fern nee Oe down, and lot him know where to svad It. She 
icipated not ght of the matter again until the 
~_ been thors yah * f a girl who had been her room-mate, and also the 
ot know exactiy what you were Btted for, | 2‘on, stked to see her marrisge certificate, 
supposed you would like to be # com ion which would vouch for the fact that ehe had 
some pice governess to little children, or fudeed been wedded that day; and when ehe 
was then, through ber industry, | something like that” YF leould mot produce it, both had shaken thelr 


hould be thank heads, and exclaimed : 
rene 4 ped — to take anything that By ssa child! Ido vot ask you for the name 
“ principal mission of the man; but, whoever he is, I believe him to : 
Mists ys 0 — the ve haw = yA poe 53 be a rascal. He has wilfully deceived you. It ¥ 
to have forsaken her in | wens mi kindl “The ,, | Was no marriage you went threagh.’’ 3 
Indios who keep this home cp are very cathe, |. She bad believed in Philp Desmond as che a 
that of i, E pte they believed'in Heaven above; she had never for an if 
Eds entities rene 6 as instant doubted bim. But now—oh, mercifal . 
capacity, I have now several letters from a Heaven | have pity, have mercy !—she realised Hy 
vicinity, wealthy woman residing at Barminster. She they must indeed have spoken the truth. «a 
&@ merry peal; and, leaning companion ; some Nhe She wes not a wife! His subsequent desertion, iP 
ior cen in a grand dag Ding sete one and never having been heard from again, had '% 
with the duties ~rered os ber.” bai proved this fact to the matron, and now it slowly m3 
Lols's face fell ; there was a look of di int. — iteelf ogee own dazed brain. And she 
. . . werd bed hoped oe oo te el ous enenly an hour from the time the 
Ten years have passed since then, yet never something matron left her until she returned ; but 
ther on Ww London,” she faltered. when she did so, she cried ont in alarm, for Lois’s “" 
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have el regretted that t t 
gave their Hives to each other, whilat the ea 2 i pent greeny on 9 a obtaln nee face was of an ashen pallor, her dark eyes were 4s 
of merry children recall to their minds the days | / tethers _ ae 00d | like coals of fire, and her hands were cold as : 
of thelr own happy Seca bor a — young girls | death. The matron went up to her in gront 
(THE END.) yy by gs are actually starving. | slarm, and gently touched the bowed herd. 
. ee” ce occurs only once in a life- re Lalas she maermared, qnty—* kate, = 4 
a ce . hat a * 
= Bulll, Lols looked troubled. How could she | ”"""] died, and came to life egain,” relied the | 
leave the town which held the one that was | girl, ina volce which indeed sounded as though : 
A “00x sundial made entirely of plants and | dearer than all in the world to her? Ab, how | {) came from another world. 
flowers adorns the South Park, Chicago. The | could she, end live? " You have been worrying about leaving town, 


the 
standard which caste the shadow is also decked * Let me show you the peper containing her | [ fear,’ she sald, kindly. “Never mind. Don't 4 
with flowers, and Is made to resemble a gigantic ee added the matron. “I brought | take the place I cunmeted, if you feel so badly 4 
corn me. abont it,” 

Courrry roads in China arenever bounded by | A* she spoke, she produced a copy of a paper} Ob, no, no, no! Ib fs nob that!” sobbed 
fences, are entirely undefined, While the | Several weeks old, « se of which was| Loire, “I—I have concluded to go, If the lady 
farmer has the right to plough up any road | Marked, and handed fv to Lols, will take me, It does not matter how soon I 
passing through his laod, drivers of vehicles have “You can read it over and decide, Let me | leave the city. I—I never want to eee London 


an equal right to traverse the ploughed fields. know when I come to you an hour later, I} again!” 
- should advice you to try the mt The good matron nodded her approval. 
wane oo HAIR : Its Restoration and Preser-| Left to herself Lois to the colamn in-| “There is nothirg lite occupation and change 


Treatise on Baldness, Greyness, | dicated, and slowly perused the advertisement, | of ecene to wake one forged one's troubles,” 
Tt read as follows : che said, gently. ‘You will do well to go,” 
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_ After some little correspondence backwards 
aud forwards, Lois was accepted by the lady, and 
in a fortnight more she was able to make the 


ey. 

The matron went down to the station with 
her to see her off, and prayed that the gil 
would not change her mind ere she reached 
destination. 

The train moved off, and she waved her hand- 
kerebief to the sweet, sad, tear-stafned face 
pressed close to the window-pane until a curve 
in the line hid it from her sight ; then che turned 
away with a sigh. 

Lols fell back In her seat, not caring whether 
or not she lived to reach her destination. 

Te did not now seem so strange to her that 
the name of the lady to whom she was going 
was Desmond. It wag not an urcommon name, 
She sank back in her seat, only realising that 
she was going away for ever from the great, 
cruel, bustling town where she had seen so much 
sorrow. 

Meny another young girl would have died 
under the weight of such a woe; but 
with wonderfni strength of mind Lois kept up. 

What should she do with her future? She 
dared not even contemplate it. She would 
work—work—work, until she grew old and grey 
and unable to work any more; then she would 
ee off to some lonely spot and lie down aud 


Meanwhile, the train that was bearing her 
to the etrangest destiny a young girl had ever 
faced was whirling alopg through the golden 
ennlight, 

More than one of the passengers, looking at 
that‘lovely young face, wondered who she was, 
where ehe was going, and what she could be 
ruminating over, she was 80 completely wrapped 
up In her own thoughts, 

It was one thing to make preparations for 
earning one’s own living, bub quite another 
matter to face the reality, 

It waa almost dusk when the train reached the 
Tovely little village nestling like a bird’s neat 
amid the sloping green hills, 

Loia alighted, then stood quite still on the 
ie and looked in bewildermend around 


Mrs.. Desmond had writien that she would 
send @ conveyance.to the station to meeb her ; 
but Lois raw none. 

While she was deliberating as to whether she 
should inquire the way to the Deamonds’ place of 
the stationmaster, that Individual suddenly 
turned out the lighte of the waliing-room, and 
in an instant had jumped: on a bicycle and 
ae away, leaving Lois alone in a strange 

e. 

At that moment a man stepped briskly 
beneath the swinging light. One giance and she 
almost swooned from horror. 

The man was Horace Fane | 





CHAPTER XLIV¥, 


For a moment ib seemed to Lola as though 
she must surely fall dead from fright o« her 
startled gaze encountered her greateab enemy, 
Horace Fane. 

Had he followed her? Had he come all the 
way on the tame train with her t 

She reslised that she was alone with him on 
this isolated railway platform, miles, perhaps, 
from any habitation, any human being, far 
beyond the reach of help, 

The thick, heavy twilight had given place to a 
night of intense darkness. The flickering light 
of the solitary gas-lamp over the etation-door did 
not plerte the gloom more than three feet away. 
Bat Lois did not know this, and she sank back in 
dead!y fear bebind one of the large, old-fashioned, 
square posts, The long dark cloak and bonnet 
she wore would never betray her presence there, 

Lofs soon became aware that he had not seen 
her, for he stopped a few yards from her, drew out 
his watch, and looked at the time; then, with a 
fierce {mprecation on. his lips, he cried aloud,— 

" Missed the train by juat one minute! Carse 
the luck! Bat then it’s worth my trip here, and 


the trouble I’ve been put to to know that the 
Mrs, Philip Desmond in question is some London 
society belle instead of Lois. Ah, if it were 
Lols I would have followed him to the end of the 
earth and murdered him; taken her from him by 
force if no other way presented iteelf, I love the 
girl to madness, and yet I hate her with all the 
strength of my nature!” 

As he uttered the words, he wheeled about, 
hurried down the platform, and into the 
darkness, the sound of his quick tread plainly 
dying away in the distance, 

Tt semed to Lois that her escape from the 
clutches of Horace’ Fane wae little short of 
miraculous, Trembling {n every limb, she 
atepped out from behind the large pillar which 
ahlelded her. 

He bad not come by the same train; he did 
not know she was here. Bat what cated him to 
come to this place to look for Desmond and his 
bride? Perhaps it was because he had learned in 
some way thet a family named Desmond resided 
here, and he had come out of his way only to dis- 
cover that they were nob one and the same, 

While Lois was ruminating over this, she caw 
the short, thick-set figure of a man approaching, 

Should she advances or retreat? She felt sure 
he had seen her. He stopped quite short and 
locked at her. 

“Surely you can’t be Miss Davies?” he In- 
quired, incredulously, 

“ Yeo,” replied? Lois, In a voice In which he 
detected tears, 

The man muttered something under his breath 
which she did not quite catch. 

“Tf you please, miss, where Is your luggage t” 

TI have only this hand-bag,” she faltered. 

“Come this way, mins,” he said, sad Lols 
followed him, not without some milegiving, to the 
end of the platform from which Horace Fane 
had so recently disappeared, 

Here she saw & carriage in waiting, though she 
had not heard: the sound of the hoofs 
when they arrived there, 


Then came a long ride over a level stretch of 
country. It was a great relief to Lois to 
moon come forth at last from a great 
black clouds; i wasa relief to see the surround. 
{ng country, the meadows, and the farm-houses 
lyiog here and there on elther side of the steep 
road up which they went. 

“ Would the lady like her or be displeased with 
her ?” she asked herself. 

She determined to throw herself heart and 


rae ll a wide that led throvgh : 
densely-wooded park. 

Very soon Lols beheld the house—a te 
structure with no end of Face and dormer- 
a ee vie imbing eon which 
gave to the granite a cturesque 
appearance just now, for the ane were literally 
covered with sweet-scented honeysuckles in foli 


bloom. 

Mrs. King, the housekeeper, recefved Lois. 

“I hope you will like it here,” she said, 
earnestly ; ‘* but ft Is a dull placefor one who is 
young, and longs, as girls do, for gafsty snd life. 
You are too tired to se8 Mre, Dasmond to-night 
after your lopg journey. I will show you to your 
roora after you have had some tea.” 

The housekeeper was right fn her surmise, [t 
did look like an inezpreasibly dreary place when 
Lots looked about at the great arched hai’. 

Grand old paintings, a century old, judging by 
their antiquated look, hung upon the walla 
huge clock stood in one correr, and on eliher side 
of is there were huge el heads, with epreading 
antlers tipped with solid gold. 

To add to the etrangeness of the place a bright 
log fire. barned in a huge open fire » Which 
jurolehed both Hight and heat to the main cor- 
ridor, 





“ This fire is never allowed to burn out, either 
‘in eummer or winter,” the housekeeper 


? 





“because the great hall is so cold and m 
withoud is,” eam 

While Lois waa drinkiog her tea, a message 
pees Soh By ab Desmond would see her ir 


boudoir, 
The housekeeper led the way through a lon: 
corridor, and when she reached the further end 


Her rausings were interrupted by the sound. o! 
a haughty v saylog : 
" Are you Miss Lols Davis $”’ 


in the direction whence the sonnd proceeded, she 
sawae very grand lady, dressed fo stiff, shining 
brocade satin, with rare lace and sparkling dis- 
monds on her breast and fair hands, sitting inp 
crimson velvet arm-chair—a grand old lady, 
pe beggars and unbending. ~ " 
“ Yes, law,” replied Lois, a@ sweot low 
“Tam Miss Davis.” 
“ You are a much person than | 
supposed you to be from your letter, Mise Davie. 
" Scarcely more than a child, I should say,” ehe 
added, as she motioned to a seat with a wave of 
the baud, “I willepeak —, she weud on, 
slowly. “Iam disappointed. I imagined to 
be a young lady of uncertain ege—say, or 
thirty-five. When a woman reaches that ore, 
as found no one to marry her, there isa 
ae ees ee eae I 
companion with whom I can feel secure 
trouble with love or lovers, 
t used to « 


; 


Fis 
: 
: 


shall never I ghall never marry, I—! 
never want to beticld the face of & man, . Pleas: 
believe me and trust. me.” 


“Now you mey go to roo 

Sess: Gil tata oe day lib ak Ged Beinaton 
morning,” she said, dismissing Lois with « 
haughty nod, 


yt 
re 
af 
gE 
rs 
ee 
ig 
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the direction, and went to the tHght Ic 
ceed ef tin ton, : 


The door stood ajar, and thinking the house- 
pr had left it in this way for her, Lois pushed 
t ry 


‘o her great astonishmen’s she found hersei: 
in a beautifully-farnished sleeping apartment, 
upholatered in white and gold of the costliest de- 
scription;~apd flooded by 9 radiance of briiliany 
light from a grand chandelier overhead. 

Bat it was not the t hangings or the 
wy gilt frames, tha: 
8 startled gaze, 
portrait benging over the 
marble mantel, and ft startled Her so that she 
uttered a low cry, and clasped her little hands to- 
gether a» children do when uttering 5 prayer. 


Ouce more she was In her own room, weavi7y 
Rene a ee ee eee ee 
aver . te e 

Sans Seah, Pe ee es 
oe ass {oi words of 
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fier reverie lasted only for a moment, Then 
ahe drifted back to the present, She was in this 
strange house as a companion, and the first thing 
she came across was the portralt, as natural as 
life iteelf, of —Philip Desmond. 

The wonder was that she did nob fall dead at 
the sight of it, 

Ak, this was the end of the vows, the promises, 
the protestations, the end of what he had digni- 
fied by the mame of—love ; the end of that de- 
votion which was to last a life-time | 


flowers, lived than his love, there was 
more atability in the breath of the wind. 
A mad desire came over her to kneel before the 





CHAPTER XLy. 
Low did nob have, much time to study the 
portrait, for all of » sudden 


oqu as silent, 

were aring thempelves to like her, 
when the was thrown into an uproar 
on the express, of —a lady's ’ 
and a package containing ‘ b! 1 


"Bat, come, Mise Davia, you must be f 


the housekeeper, scanning Lois’s pale 


/— wel 
away withou daring 
giance at the handsome 
from-the pi 


tired,” said 
face, : 


she 


even 
face smiling down at her 


“ Plenty 1” 





in» far-off corner, the dark dresser, which sesmed 
to melt into the shadows, and the three darkly- 
outlined windows, with their heavy draperies 
closely drawn, that frowned down upon her. 

“You must not be frightened if you bear odd 
nolees in the night. Is’s only mice, This is the 
old part of the mansion,” said the housekeeper, 
turning togo. - 

“Am _ I near anyone else!” asked Loic, her 
heart sfnking with a strange foreboding which 
she could not shake off, 

“Not very near,” answered the housekeeper. 

"Would no one hear me if I screamed!” 
whispered Lois, drawing closer to her companion, 
as though she would detain ber, ber frightened 
eyes burning like two great coals of fire, 

"T hope you will not make the experiment, 
Mise Davis,” returned the housekeeper, im- 

iently. ‘'Good-night ;” and with that she 

gone, and Lois is left—alone. 

The sn stands quite still where the house. 
keeper has left her long after the echo of her 


mee hai died away. - 
She is in his home, and he is coming here with 
hia bride! Good Heavens! what irony of fate 
led her here 

Her bonnet and cloak are over her arm. 

“Shall I don them, and fiy from this place 1” 
she asks herself over and over again. 

Bat her tired limbs begin to ache, é¢very nerve 
in her body begins to twitch, and abe realises 


Into | that tired nature has endured all it can, She 


must stay here for the night at least, 
Some young girls would have cried ont to 


Heaven for vengeance against the man who had 
wronged them ; wou ve stained their lips 
with the bitterest ourses agsinst the young girl 
who had won his love. 


Lols did nob do this, She only iooked up to 
Heaven through her tears, and asked pardon 
for weeping so piteously over—what might have 


Poor Lole! Few people ever shed such 
bitter tears as fell from her eyes in that lonely 
how 


different would have been her greeb- 


The passionate, bitter weeping soon exhausted 
iteelf., Lois crept to the bed, flung herself face 
downward among the pillows, aud sobbed herself 
to sleep. Exhausted nature could endure no 


Despite the fatigue of the previous night, Lois 
woke early the next morniog, and when ihe 


hous came to call her, she found her 
eee iene 
“ You are an early riser, Miss Davis,” she said. 


: 
j 


Miss Davis.” 

With much the same fesling as bad taken 
possession of her the 8 night, Lois accom 
panled her down the corridor and 8 


this grand house 
should have stooped to make love to 4 basket- 
She wonld go away at once—make some excuse 
to Mrs. Desmond for leaving the place so 
abruptly. She could not remain ander the same 
roof with the msn she loved—and his bride. 
| She reached Mrs. Desmond's boudoir before 
she was aware of it, so intent were her thoughts 
That lady was sitting at a small marble table, 
sipping a cup of fragrant coffee, A amali, 
very odorous bird lay cn o square of 
browned toast on a silver plate before her. She 


these commonplace courteous remarke, an foner 
door opened, and a lady, neither very young nor 
very old, entered the room. 

“ Good-morning, mamma,” she sald ; and by 
thas remark Lois knew that this was Philfp’s 
aleter. 

She almost devoured her with eager eyes, try- 
ing to trace a resemblance ia her features to her 
handsome brother. 

‘Pauline, this is my new companion, Mies 
Davia,” said Mre. Desmond, languidly. 

Lois blushed to the roots of ber dark hair 
as two derk-blue eyes, so like Philip’s, looked 
iato ber own, 

* Welcome to Desmond Castle, Miss Davis,’ 
replied Pauline Desmond. 

She did not hold ous her hand, but she looked 
into the startled young face with a kindly emile 
and a nod. Whatever her thoughts were in 
regard to her mother’s companion, they were nob 
expressed in her face, 

A ecore of times during the half-hour that 
foliowed, Lois tried to find courage to tell Mri. 
Tdesmond that she must go away ; that she could 
not live under that roof and meet the man she 
loved, and who was to bring home’a bride. 

But each time the words died away on bor 
lips. Then suddenly, she could not tell how or 
when the feeling entered her heart, the longing 
came to her to look upon the face of the young 
girl who had gsived the love she would have 
given her very life—ay, her hope of Heaven—io 
have retafned. 

“Surely ib must have been the beautifal, falr- 
haired, haughty heiress who had sought her out 
and warned her against believing ia Philip Des- 
mond’s love,” she said to bereelf. 

Her heart was filled with conflicting emoticns 
as she looked from the proud daughter to the 
still prouder mother. 

Ah, if she only dared fall on her knees at their 
feet and tell them all! She wondered what they 
would say or do. 

I shall want you to read the morning papers to 
me as soon as I have finished my breakfast, Miss 
Davis,” said Mre, Deamond, pointing to a morn- 
ing paper which a servant had just brought in. 
**Tnen I shall want you to give some orders to 
the servants concerning decorating the rooms, 
and evperintend the work. We are to have a 
very large reception here to-night iu honour of 
the home-coming of my son and his bride.” 

“Do you know, Pauline, I have a strange feel- 
ing, a sensation of impending evil, about this 
home-coming,” she murmured, forgetting for a 
tmoment the presence of Lois. “I shall feel 
relieved when the guests have gone and quiet 
reigus in the household, I cannot tell why, but 
I cannot remember that I was ever 20 neryous 
over apvything before.” 

“It is eimply because you are to see your dar- 
ling boy 80 soon,” murmured the daughter, touch- 
ing ber lips to her mother’s brow. ** Ib iz only 
your fancy, mamms, that something will happen 
to-night.” 


CHAPTER XLVL 


To sit quietly by and hear mother and 
daughter discuss the man she loved, was aa hard 
for Lols to endure as the pangs of death, 

” He is sure to be a worsbipful husband,” sald 
Mise Pauline. “I alwaye said love would be 5 
gracd passion with Philip. He will love once, 
and that will be for ever, and to his wife he will 
be always true.” 

Poor, hapless Lois could have cried sloud as 
she listened, What would that proud lady 
mother and that haughty sister say if they vat 
knew how he had tricked her into a sham mar- 
riage, and abandoned her then aod there? Oh, 
would they feel pity for her or contempt? 

4 Taen they. began disonssing the bride—her 
wonderful beauty, as they hed read of ft In the 
society papers—until Lote’s brain fairly ached, 
as did her heart, with bitter pain. 
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A score of times she half srose from her seat 
to fly from the house, but each time an invisible 
hand seemed stretched out to detain her. 

Ab! what would Philip's wife say at finding 
her there! 

It was the most wretched day, as well as the 
roost exeiting, that Lols ever experienced ; but it 
e3me to ap end at last. 

Boftly the dusk began to gather, and slmosd 
imperceptibly it gave place to the darker shadows 
of an oncoming night. 

Slowly the moon rose in the blue vault over- 
head, flooding the earth with a silver radiance, 
and the etars peeped out one by one until 
wyriads of twinkling jewels studded ‘the blue- 
arched dome and mirrored themeelves in the 
clear waters of the miniature lake and the little 
babbling brook rushing over the white psvbles to 


tell its secrets to the great sea. 
The leat touches hsd been pub to the ifi- 
cent decorations that transformed the old 


castle into a veritable garden of budding blooms 
and tropical plants, 

The servants, in livery, had taken their poste ; 
everything was in readinese now to welcome the 
five hundred guests that were to arrive in advance 
of the bridal pair, 

In her boudoir, the grand old lady-mother, re- 
spleadent in ivory-satin, rare old polnt-lace ‘and 
diamonds, was viewing herself critically in the 
lopg pier-glass that reached from calling t to floor, 
Her davghter Pauline stood near her, arrayed in 
satin and tulle, with pearls white as moonbeame 
lying on her breast, clasping her white throat 
and arms, and twined among the meshes of her 
dark bair, 

The contrast made poor Lois look strangely out 
of place in her plain gray cashmere dreas, with 
its sombre dark ribbons, 

‘*You look quite tired, Miss Davis. I would 
suggest that you go into the grounds for a breath 
of fresh air before the guests arrive, (Then I 
shall want you here,” said Mrs. Desmond, 
noticing how very white and drawn the girl’s 
face looked. 

Oh, how thankful she was to get away from 
them—away from the sight of the pomp and the 
splendour—to cry her heard out, ail alone, for a 
few moments! With a grateful murmured 
“ Thank you,” she stepped Yee the long French 
window out on to the porch and down the pri- 
vate stair-way into the grounds, 

Pauline Desmond atepped to the window, 
drew aside the beavy lace curtains, and watched 
the dark, slim figure until it was lost to aight 
among the grand old oak-trees, 

Tt seemed to Lois that she had e:caped just in 
time, for in another instant she would have cried 
out with the pain ab her heart, with the awful 
agony that had taken possession of her. 

One by one grand carriages began to roll up 
the lopg white road, turn in a> the great stone 
gateway, and rattle smartly up the serpentine 
drive to the broad porch, 

Then they commenced to arrive scores ata 
time, and the air was filled with the ringing 
hoofs of hundreds of horses, the voices of coach- 
men and grooms, and the gsy sound of laughter. 

The din was #0 great no one heard the solitary 
little figure among the trees orying out to Heaven 
thad she had counted beyond her strength in re- 
malviog there to witness the home-coming of the 
man she loved and his bride. 

She heard the magnificent band that was 
stationed fn the broad corridor, behind a verit- 
able bower of roses, begin to play, and ravishing 
strains of music fluating out to the girl who lay 
prone upon her face in the long grass, crying as 
though her heart would break. 

Suddenly she heard the sound of her own 
name. 

* Mise Davis! Miss Davis! Where are you?” 
my one of the maids, ‘ My lady is asking for 

ou i” 

The maid did not know that the object of her 
search rose slowly to her feet; all she heard was 
@ Voice saying : 

**Tell your mistresa I shali be there directly.” 

“Dear me! what an odd creature that Miss 
Davis is!” thought the maid, as she flew back 
to the house, ‘‘ Instead of belng In the house, 
enjoying the music and the grand toilets of the 





aristocracy that's here to-night, she’s out In the 
loneliest part of the grounds, Bat, dear me! 
what an amazing goose I am, to be sure, She 
must have a lover with her, and in that case the 
grove’s a paradise. Too bad my lady was so im- 
perative. I should have pretended that I 
couldn’t find her—just yet.” 

Lois stooped down, and wetting her handker- 
chief in the brook, bathed her face with it. 

She dared not approach the grand old lady 
with her face swollen with tears, as she was sure 
it must be. 

As she hurried up the path, she knew by the 
vast number of vehicles that most, if not all, 
the assemblage of invited guests had arrived. 

Lookiog through the long French windows, she 
could see beautiful women ang handsome men. 
She saw Miss Pauline, who was almost a head 
taller than most of the other ladies, among the 
guests ; bub her mother wae not by her side, and 
Lois felt intuitively that she had slipped up to 
her boudoir to receive her idolised son alone. 

This proved to be the case, Lois found her 
quite beside herself with excitement, 

“I heard the whistle of the incoming train 
some fifteen minutes ago, Mies Davis,” she said. 
" My son has reached the station by thie time. 
T have sent our fastest horses down to meet him. 


He will be here at any moment. Ah! that is | s=velope. 


his step I hear now in the coriidor! I am 
trembling eo with excitement that I can hardly 
stand. Do not leave, Miss Davie. I may need 

‘ou in case this meeting fe too much for me and 
T should faint away fo his streng arms.” 

The footsteps that Lois remembered so well 
came nearer. 

She pressed her hand tightly over her heart’ 
to still its wild beating. 

Lols could have erled aloud in her agony ; bub 
her white lips uttered no moan, no sound, even 
when the door was flung open and a tall, hand- 
some form sprung over the threshold. 

" Where are you, mother 1” cried Philip Dee- 
mond. * Tae room is xo dark that I cannobd see 
where you are!” 

The next moment the proud, stately old lady 
was sobbing on the breast of the son she 
idolised, 

She forgot that in the shadow of the alcove 
stood her companion ; she forgot the existence of 
every one save her darling boy, whom the clasped 
80 joyfully, 

is watched him, herself unseen, her whole 
heart in her eyes, like one turned into stone, 

Ah, Heaven ! how those few short months had 
changed him! His handsome face was pale, even 
haggard ; the dark hair, that waved back from 
the broad brow, was the rame ; bub his eyee— 
those bonny, sunvy, laughing ‘plue ey es—wers 
sadly changed, There was an unhappy look in 
them, a restless expression, deepening almost into 
despair, There was a story of some kind in his 
fave, a re passion and fire, » something 
Lois could not understand, 

Tam not alone, you must remember, mother, 
dear,” he said in his deep, musical voice, “I 
have brought some one else for ‘oat anes to welcome, 
Look up and greet my wife, mother. 

Slowly the grand old lady unwound her arme 
from about the neck of her handsome, stalwart 
son, and turned rather fearfully toward the 
slender figure by ber side, 

As Lois listened to those words, the wonder 
was that she did not fall dead when she heard 
him call another woman—wife. Her heart 
bled, as from the thrust-of a sharp dagger. 
Those words were the cruellest blow that could 
have been struck her—crue! beyond all measure. 
Like one dazed, her eyes travelled past the man 
she loved, past his haughty lady-mother, to ™ 
girl he bad called wifs. 

At that moment young Mrs. Desmond took a 
step forward, whieh san her in the full glow 
of the lamp, and as Lols gazed, her heart sunk 
within her, 

She saw, as the lovely young stranger threw 
back her grey silk traveiling-cloak, a slim, beauti- 
ful creature, with golden tp round, dimpled 
‘oun, Aeehehiteee and lips, and the brightest 
of blue, os eyes—a girl who looked like 
some dazzling picture painted by some old master, 
and who had just stepped out of a gilded frame. 
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Her face was 80 lovely, that, as Loie gazed, her 
heart grew so heavy and strained with pain, that 
she t tit must surely break. She was the 
same girl who had visited her at her humble 
home, 

Yes, ahe was wondrously beautiful—this girl 
who had won her lover from her. She had the 
proud bearing of an empress, yet with the grace 
and sweetness of a flower ; lips on whieh the fate 
of a nation might have hung, yet sweet as the 
opening bad of a rose blossom. 

The old lady took the haughty young 
beauty im her arms, calling her “‘ daughter,’ and 
bidding her welcome to Desmond Castle, her 
future home, 

Ah] no wonder the man I loved deserted me 
for this beautifal being all life, all sparkle, all 

” was the thought that rushed through 
Lole’s breaking heart.” 

Theo suddenly the old lady remembered her, 
and tarsed toe her quickly, saying : 

.“ Come forward, my dear girl. I wish to pre- 
sent my new companion to my son and his 


(To be continued.) 











FACETLA, 


“Dip you get back that half-sovereign your 
little boy swallowed?” “No; the doctor stack 
to it for his fee.” 

“} was in a lift once that fell fifteen stories to 
the basemen’,” “ Dear me ; how did you feel ?” 
"J was never so taken down in my life.” 

Frienpv : “Do you raise vegetables?” Subur- 
banite (sadly): “No, I only plant them; and, 
as you will observe, my neighbours’ chickens 
raise them.’’ 

Sue: ‘ Yes, dearest, I made this cake all 
alone.” He: “I can’t believe it. Somebody 
must, ad least, have helped you lift it out of the 
oven.” 

Farmnp: “How about the patent trapdoor 
scheme you were going to get rich on?” 
Struggling Inventor : “ It fell through, old man ; 
it fell through,” 

“(Wy do you use such old jokes in your 
drama!” “Well, the action of the play is so 
swifo that the audience wouldn’t have time to 
see new j /kes.” 

Hicws: ‘So Tom’s daughter ie going to 
marry that Mawlington chap. Is he worth any- 
thing!” Wicks: ‘ Those who know him say 
not ; but he bas any quantity of money.” 

Boarpsr: “This chicken soup seems to be 
rather weak.” Landlady: “1 don’s see why. I 
told the cook how to make it; but, perbapr, 
she didn’t catch the idea” Boarder : ‘‘ Perhaps 
she didn’t catch the chicken,” . 

“Why, that coat doesn’t fit a bit!” eald 
Ejgar's sister, “It’s all waves up and down 

our bick.” “Toat is what I told the tailor ; 

the ssid you had to expect that, because it 
was a-serge suit 1” 

Scorcuzr; * say it has a bad effecd on 
the brain to ride with your head down between 
the handle-bars.” Sprocket: ‘* Don’t you believe 
& word of it. The men who ride way haven’ 
any brain te be affected.” 

Suz; “Papa says you muat not call on me 
any ” He: “Does he know that I love 
you!” Weill, I told him; but he read in the 
paper somewhere that people that are much to- 
gether grow to look alike,” ; 

BF coer do lag Leslie? So awfully 
glad to see you 5 very sorry you weren't 
at Lady Brown’s dance last night. There posl- 
Uvely was not one pret: in the room.” ‘*I 
am not Miss Leslie. Bat I was at Lady Brown’s 
dance last night.” 

Axxtous Mamma: “ Yes, Mr, Lakeside, the 
fact is I have three daughters who ought to be 
settled in life. Is this Western friend of yours a 
marrying man?” Mr, Lakeside, of Chiceg>: 
“ Not to any great extent, mum. I’m afraid he 
wouldn’t want to take more than one of ’em.” 


Orricern: “ How is this, Murphy? Theser-;| ‘Papa.’ said Willie, “why did you buy a 
geant complains that you call bim names,” golf-coat #’’ ‘*To play golf in, my son.” “ Did 
Private Murphy: ‘“'Pisze, surr, I never called | you need it?” “Of course I did” “Then I 
him ony names at all. All I said was, ‘Sergeant,’ | need a top-coat to play tops in. I've eeen ’em 
says I, ‘some of us ought to bein a menagerie.’” advertised.’ 

“So you refused him!” said Maud. “Yes,” | Ir wae at a crowded reception ibe other 
replied Maude, “I told him I shall send back | night, and tiey sat ov the stairs in a shady 
any letters unopened.” “I wouldn’t be so rude, | spot. “ Whata mob,” he esid ; “ just listen to 
There might be matix¢e tickets in some of | the roar. Aren't you glad that you're not being 
them. aqveezed to death down there” ‘ Yra,” she 

Sympatnetic Frenp: “ Aren't you worrled | murmured demurely, ‘‘ down there.” And he 
because you do not know where your husband took the hint, 
gees when he ie out late at nights!’ Philo- | 

Wife: ‘ Not so much, probably, as 1 | 


oe ee ae ©, ‘DOES YOUR HEAD ACHE? 


Nawiy Apromtep Farnsn: “ My dear, I’ve | 
decided to buy phonograph.” Ditto Mother: “KAPUTINE"’ cures Instantly, 
Enclose addressed en to “EK.” 


“What for, Alfred?” Newly Appointed | 
Father: “1 think it would be nice to show the | stamped 

twins, when they grow up, that they owe us sn Karurum, Lep., Hoppxnsrcap, for samples, 
apology.” | with name of nearest agent, 

Jupes (who is bald-headed): ‘If half what 
the witnesses testify against you is true, your | 
conscience must be as black as your hair,” | 
Prisoner: ‘‘ If a man’s conscience is regulated by | 
his hair, then your honour hasn't got any con- | 
science ab all,” 

Huspanp: “I'll drep you a note from the | 
office if 1 am detained to-night, my dear.” | 
Wife (with fine acorn): ‘‘Ob, you needn't 
trouble to drop it from the office, because you've | 
dropped it from your pocket! I have just | 
picked it up off the floor !” 

Mrs. Honk (looking up from the county | 
newspaper): ‘How does it come that the | vane dithae doe 
swiodler they’ve got in gaol in town has two’ Leas EASES 
names? Toe paper calle him, in one place, Bill T NS _ 











KEATINGS 





Johnson, and, in another, Walter St, E!mo.” | 
Farmer Honk: ‘* Oh, Jobnaon is his real name ; 
the other is his Acanias,” 








Pusiisuer : “ Good-mornivg, Mre. De Writer : 


Gilad to see you looking so well, Your husband D ! =) ' N F E CT 


is busy as usual, 1 preeume$” Author's Wife : b6 WITH 

“Yes, he is writing another work ; but I do not 33 
krow the title. He says it + ta ——— of | 

hints to help fools endure each other,’’ Pablisher: | 

“Ah! When it fs done I should much like the FLUIDS, POWDERS AND SOAPS. 


privilege of examining i+. There fe a great de “ How to Disinfect,” book, free. 
mand just now for society books.” The “ Sanitas ” Co. Ld., Bethnal Green, E. 


CAN THIS BE DONE ? £100 ~ PRIZE MONEY. 


Purchase a “UBITED” BRIAR PIPE for is. 6d., and enter at once. A Marvellous Offer 
The Man of Many Parts. Puzzle: Form ONE Man. 














REN “ PRIZE . . 
Ree. MONEY. . 
FRAUB . GUARANTEED 














IRECTIONS.- Cut out the above 4 pieces exactly to the line, and place together in such a way that the 
1 whole when formed will represent ONE N ONLY! Then use paste or gum, in o:der to keep same together. 


PuRcHAse AT QS’ BROOKS & SINGS “UNITED” "cz 1/6. 


Does not become hot or er thoroughly cool and refresbing, and is s , handsome and sweet. 
qe” LAD R 














COND’ That Te NITED” PIPE witht Durcctepetvtrtnasent, ©. Os 
—1. va bu e *U : m one week of seeing advertiee: . 2 One 

sop ng ; 1 pos. A individual. 8. That you or any Pas gous Some and antnens, on 

stam} ons send Postal Order for Is. 6d., and the MAN O A RTS. 4, That you name this 
Should ere be more than one correct, then the £100 will be equally divided. Result, together with 












‘Money to correct , will be sent in own envelope. 
Address Secretary, BROOKS & SING UNITED, 26, Havelock Rd., Hastings (Warehouse facing Memorial). 
PEARL COATED AND afi}, 2/9 & 4/6. 
-TASTELESS. . _ 4 
Have no equal. 


mn \¥ As oS c 
be: TEMALEL ELLS 
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SOCIETY. STATISTICS. MISCELLANEOUE. 


It is probable that P:incess Louis of Batten- 
barg will be the gueat of the Queen for several 
weeks at Balmoral in the autumn. 

Taxnk is a scheme on the tapis to have a 
native Indian regiment stationed from time to 
time in Eogland as a kind of personal body- 
guard to the Queen. 

Att being well, South Kensington should be 
the scene of an interesting and stately ceremonial 
early next epring, which, should give the season 
of 1899 an auspicious send-off. 

Tus Tsmi’s, may come to England in com- 
pany with her sleter, the Grand Dachees Serge, 
bringing with her the baby Grand Dachess 
wma — the —_ wens, ger The 

sar, ab case, Will remain a babl, 
either at Darmstadt or at F see : 

Tux unveiling of the monament of the late 
patunehueins ane IL, nf restate is to take 

‘ace In the 
manee bt she Teor end pumoreen testbees of the 
Raissian Imperial F. A : 

Tux Prince and Princess of Wales are not 

to return to Sandringham until the 
ing of November, and their usual winter 
hospltalities will be considerably interrupted, as 
they are going to Vienna at the ulog of 
December to represent the Queen at the caiebra- 
tion of the Jubilee of the Emperor Francis 
Joseph, and will be'absent from Evgland for at 
least a fortnight, 

Tar Empress of Austria has naturally aged 
somewhat since the death of her son, and 
of late, through her apfferings from rheumatism, 
no one would believe that she is in her sixty- 
first year, She was crowned Queen of Hu 
thirty-one years’ago, and married tn 1854—s fet 
of seventeen. Her figure ie still as greceful as 
ever, and her abundant. halr—one a hat chief 
giorles—ie still auburn, thongh streaked with 
silver here aud there. Moreover, her fine biae 
eyes are as expressive and lo as they were 
in the heyday of ber youth, and complexion 
may be envied by many women half her 

Prrscrss Msrcaret and Princess Victoria 
or CONNAUGHT recently made some pretty photo- 
graph holders for wedding-day gifts to their 
mother, in which the Duchess of Connaught will 
be able to keep ‘her spapshote, are made 
up fo embroidered aftk covered with small flowers 
and spangles, and at the top atitch on a band of 
ribbon worked with a curved stem of tinsel, 
sprinkled on each side with little spangles. To 
make these pret:y holders, which will do for 
either letters or photographs, have two pleces of 
thick cardboard for the back, cut them the same 
elze—ten inches wide and sixteen inches | 
Oce of the sections should be covered wi 
sateen, but the sewing of it at the back of the 
decorated front is the last. thing to do. Befors 
eewing the pocket into place stretch some of the 
same ribbon aleo worked with spsngles, across 
and across the front of the holder after this has 
been covered with the elik chosen for it. ‘The 
bows of the ribbon ares great feature, and the 
manner in which the ribbon is carried along the 
upper edge must nod be overlooked, At the 
bottom of the holders fs worked the label of the 
Duke and Duchess of Oonnaught, which has a 
red cross ia the centre and three laurel leaves at 
each end. 

Tee Queen reads almost every new bork 
which is described to her as possecsing real 
merit, For years the Queen took Lord Beacons- 
field’s opivfon largely on the subject; but since 
the great Premier's death her advisera are many. 
Her M>jesty is never tired of re-reading Shakes- 
peare, Scott and Dickens. Recently she has 
shown a sympathetic feeling for Miltop, and has 
beeu perusing the blind poet's works Lord 

Cenpyson is, however, her favourite, There fs 


sn utterly erronéous opinion abroad that she | 


eveatly dislikes Mr. Swinburne. On the con- 
trary, she has a remarkable liking for “ Atslanta 
in Calydon” and others of Swinburne’s 

OF late she has been reading Mr. Kipling, and 
expreeseg admiration for his vigour and keen 
insight into buman nature, 


Brrxp men outnumber blind women two to 
one. 

Only 30 per cent, of the Bills brought before 
Parliament become law, 

Matonss to the value of £37,000000 are 
annually consumed throughout the world. 

Tre Danish flag iz the oldest in existence, 
dating back to 1219 or thereabouts. 

Srrvina in the Army at the prerent time are 
578 commissioned officers who joined as privates. 

Enataxd sent 350,000 000 messages by tele- 

hone last year—87,000,000 more than the year 
lore. 

Oxe vounta of the people of the earth die 
before the of\ six, one-half before the age of 
sixteen, only one person in each hundred 
born lives to the age of sixty-five, 





GEMS, 


Iv is oaly the great artist who can feel amall in’ 
the presence of ‘art. ' 

Our life Is bub the childhood of our eternity, 
the schooldays preparatory for the immortal 
years beyond. 

Ir you have built castles in the slr, your work 
need not be lost ; that is where they should be. 
Now put foundations under them. 

No ornament in a house cau compare with 
books, They af & constant company in s room, 
éven when you are not reading them. 

Caanacter fs measured by the distance tra- 
velied from the starting points, and everything 
depends upon whether the progress has been up 
stream or down, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Gixcen Bezr.—To two gallons water add two 
ounces braised ginger and two pounds of sugar. 
Boll half an hour, ekim, and pour into @ jar or 
tub. with elicei lemon and half an ounce of cream 
of tartar. When nearly cold add a cupful of 

east. Let it work for two days, then strain, 
ttle, and cork. 

Eco Satap.—Yolks of twelve hard - boiled 
eggs, removed as for staffed eggs, one table- 
spoonful of sugar, one tablespoonful of melted 
butter, one dessertepoonful of celery eeed, one- 
half teaspoonful of salt, one teaspoonful of made 
mustard, cayenne or black pepper to taste, three 
tablespoonfals of vioegar. 

Eec Curtets—Two hard-boiled eggs, one 
ounce breadcrumbs, one ounce grated cheers, 
cayenne, one egg. Chop the eggs finely, add the 
breadcrumbs, cheese, cayenne, and seasoning, and 
mix with the yolk of an egg; shepe them like 
cutlets, dip in white of an egg, then bread- 
crumba, and fry a golden brown ; serve hot. 

_Arr_e Frerrens,—Peel and core four medium- 
sized apples ; cut each one in four peace on the 
round, Make a batter of white of egg lightly 
beaten with a little four; milk and salt. Dip 
each piece in the batter and fry like dough-nu‘s, 
Arrange on plate with pieces overlappiog each 
other, leaving a in contre for « 1 or 
two of currant melted aad poured in, Sifc 
over all some powdered sugar. 

Asparacus tx AmpusH.— Hava ready some 
small light rolls—one for each perton. Cub off 
the tops to serve as covers; take out all the 
cramb and lay the rolls ia the oven for their 

to crisp. Meanwhile heat a cup of milk to 
belting point aud pour it over two beaten eggs, 
beating well to prevent curding ; add » table- 
epoonfal of butter eat in bite and rolled in flour, 
and a banch of 3 that has been boiled 
tly, salted and cuit fine, Season with one 





Prysictans’ carriages have the right of way 
in the streets of Berlin, 

Tx the main hall of the Sheh’s palace at 
Teheran there fs a carpet woven in one piece, 
which has been in use for two hundred years. 

Locests are such a pest South Africa 
that not isfrequently they etop traine for hours 
by paseing over the line in front of » 

we sang pF) believe poy te ‘yen 
quantity sugar necessary ea. 
peolally if a person fs energetic, It is claimed 
that a4 substance restores muscular waste s 
quickly a= sugar, ; oo 

JAPANESE naeese Sn Ce Seseen eee eee 

ral shape, two stories high, put together 
oieh a curious methodof not one nai! 


other—the Great Wall of China—fs nearly 1,350 
malles long, and was bulls over 2.000 years ago, 

Poss have proved to be @ prolific source of 
danger in spreading contagious diseases, All 
kinds of germs, {tis said, can be collected under 
the heada, and nurses who indulge in the feminine 
habit of holding plus in their mouths lay them- 
selves open to serious attack. } 
great advertisers, Papyrus 
leaves over 3 000 years old have’ been found ot 
Thebes describing the runaway elaves, and offer- 
ing a reward for their capture ; and at Pompeii 
anclent advertizements have been deciphered on 
the walls, 

Tux royal palace of Madrid is one of the most 
besutifal structures In the world, Ib was built 


paid shout 5:, a-mronth. Tue cavalry receive 
about 153. a month, feed their own horase, and 
if they are lost or killed are 

them out of their pay, 

Tue shooting fish is » native of the E wt Iadies. 
it haea hollow cylindrical beak, When it spies a 
fly sitting on the plante that 
water, with remarkable dexterity [t ejects out of 
a tubular mouth « single drop of water, which 
seldom misees ita aim, and striking the fly in:o 
the water, the fish makes ite prey. 

AxsSORBENT mgt et nage lad ® 

ing medium. ects ra) 4, there- 
filtering pidly, “a 





: ful of salt, fil the rolls, put on the top 
and serve Lot, } 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Bertna.—OCold eggs froth most readily. 
A. M.—Write to the adjutant of his battalion. 
Hovsswirs.—Rob stained hands with salt and lemon 
Manm.—You cleanse bottles with hot water, 
fine ashes and 
Bosy Bex. —Rub brass with hot vinegar and salt, and 
scour with fine ashes, 
Prapcexiry.—Both wills would be invalidated by the 
subsequent marriage. 


W. 8—Wash ink stains in strong brine and then 
sponge with lemon juice. 

Srans anp Srairss—The correct pronunciation of 
Cienfuegos, is the-on-fwé gos. 

MaapaLew.— It would be against our rule to give the 
recommendation you request, 

New Hossy.—When they begin tospin seperate them 
into small boxes or paper bags. 

renee pr ey pn phacry with four table- 
spoonfuls of aloohol to one o' aa 

Amx.—The summons should be taken ont at the 
Place where the debt was acquired. 

Warnioa.—Quba belonged to this country for a short 
time in the reign of George [[I., 1762-3. id 

Wust—The claimants of a revoka are entitled to 
search all the tricks at the end of the hand. 

Axxious Inquinen.— We do not give business 
addrowes through the columns of the paper. ' 

A. B. C.—All fresh water snakes in India are harm- 
less, and all salt water snakes are poisonous. 

Serr Gzvexrecx.—Pound it in a marbie mortar 
and strain through a perfectly clean flannel bag. 

& Sotprer’s Lass.—-Every Epaniard is liable 
bP ne oes et sgh cae ee eel 

age. 

Cosstawr Reapex — The second marrirze is not valid 
if the first wife was alive at the time of its’ king con- 


to be 
yoars 


Ouz mt Dovnt.—-You would have very little chance 
of making good your glaim without employing legal 


Nemo.—An illegitimate child has no claim on the 
pepe pe! g deceased father, unless expressly provided 
7 


Sorvvanen.—The habit is a very dangerous one; if 
eontinued, it will completely ruin your health. An 
overdose te fatal i 


Ar Otp Reaprr.-—The persone! ts diviethle 
—onethird to the widow and two- eq 
between the children. 


kL, OC. —Your beat ( will be to repudiate Mability 
at Adee een te the County Oourt, when 
you can state your case, 

Svocusston.The Dake of York would be 
to the throne im the event of her Majesty 
deceased by the Prince of Wales. 


Ixp A in the terms 
won ty saloon en snk nt be elcd 
upon any principle of orhonour, . 


heir 


next 
being pre- 


Paovup Mormer —A man of good ability might reach 
the rank of jor afcer ten or fifteen years’ 
service, but there is no certainty of 
with yp "it they > anne 

um i are 
standing it is impossible to 

Barrisa Ma .~—The Q 


TROW.— neen has ssven children 
living, and has lost two. she has thirty-three living 
grandohildren, and thirty-one great 

& A. K.—8t Vitus’s dance is caused by a disturbance 


of the nervous through ehock of some kind, 
either a fall or a It is a case for a medical man, 


clean water should have been first tried. We should 
advise your a professional cleaner. They may 
perhaps help you. : 

Wanprgna.—The of Bastern Africa is not 
favourable to careful living a 


Oarram Corrie — The title “admiral” originally 
éame from the Ara **amir-al-bahr,” 
“ruler of the sea” the last word was 
anda “d” was added, it became “admiral. 

Taare Litttz Marps.—There are but few 
for such girls otteide the of 


positions ou 
places as chambernsids in some of the great 


maight get 
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THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF A SPLENDID SERIAL STORY, 


ENTITLED 


HER FATHER’S SECRETARY, 


WILL APPEAR NEXT WEEK. 





Asxsous Rzapes.—It may so bappen that the gentle- 


man is not quite prepired to assume the 
responsibilities of married life. We should counsel a 
little further forbearance. 


Lavra.—They can be done by judicious washing in 
warm soap and water and rinsing afterwards tn tepid 
water, in which a little blue has been dissolved, but to 
do it well requires experience, care and judgment. 

Vena.— Go to a dentist and have your teeth properly 
attended to, A few fillings and a good clean now, may 
save tio end of suffering in years to come. A 
sim common table salt. 


Anxious Moruzn.—However harmless they might be 
fn moderation, there is no question about their un- 
desirability in any quantity. 
goes @ great way as fur as children are 


-Turpentine ie the best to remove paint 
3 we think, as 


wash sponge the place with warm pends; 
sub with texpenting Aaute ond toute: wey 


* AS YB WOULD.” 


= 


Susy.—The right way to make nettle broth is, after 
nettles, to wash them well, gad ster Se 
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g00d | married proclaim it to the world at once. 


it has stood eo long, you should | 
then | 


-| all the dry things, mix 


| Dsernssszp Reaper.—You must really get advice o 
} the sur, at the Bye Infirmary, eny attempt to cure 
| the defect tu your vision is vaiu until the nature and 
| extent of the defect has been ascertained ; we imagine 
| that you will have fo wear glasses adapted to your 
| sight. 
| .Caantts’s Tavs Love.—Do not commit euch an act 
| of madness as to make a secret marrisge. Nothing 
} but trial, trouble and sorrow comes from them. Bx- 
change vows of fidelity if you will, but keep from 
| anything to the way of concealment. If you must be 


| Bataex Mrxen.—In the Greek mythology thore is an 
j immortal who is punished for a crime against the gods 

by being compelled to roll a stone to the top of a moun- 
t tain, which, as soon as he gets it there, instantly ruse 
| down again to be brought up once more to rua down, 
} and so on without end ; his name fs Sisyphus. 


Fanxy.—Half-pound pease meal, half-pound wheaten 
| meal, three-quarters tabl fol baking sods, one-and- 
| a-halt teaspoonful cream cf tartar, hal! teaspoon f.a) salt, 
| one dessertepoonful treacle, buttermilk ; mix carefolly 
treacle and bottermilk 
| together, and stir in as much as makes a soft dough, 
| knead it out half-inch thick and cook on a griddle or tn 
| the oven till ready ; the scones, if put on the griddle, 
| should have flour rubbed over them first. 


} Oty Reaver.—If the combs be really of tortoise 
shel), the traces of joiniog should be invisible. First 
| slops the margins of the break by scraping off the 
| broken pleces for the distance of about s quarter of an 
| inch from the edge; then overlap these margins, and 
| When thus arranged clamp them betwee @ strong 
, letter clip, and inzomeree the comb in boiling water for 

some time. As the horn softens it unites; and when 
i dry again the place where the break has been should 


‘ be unnoticeable, 


} D. G. N.—An excellent recipe for cementing glass to 
| wood will be found fu the following Melt resin and 
| stir fm calcined plaster until reduced to a paste, to 
| which ada boiled ot}, a sufficient quantity to bring tt to 
| the consietonce of honey; apply warm. Or, another :— 
| Dissolve gine in boiling water to the consistence of 
| cavinet-maker's glue, then stir in au ffictent wood ashes 
i to produce a varnishiike mixture While hot, the 
| Surfaces to be cemented must be covered with this 
mixture und pressed together, 


| ‘Pare Awwerrs —While there 's no harm in an sect 
dental acquaintanceship, clandestine meetings are quite 

& diferent thing. They are wrong always. A girl 
should never have an acquaintance whom she would 
her home to meet her parents. This 
| is, indeed, a very good rule for either girl or boy, man 
to you can pever 
| feel that you would care to receive in your home 
| is one whom you should have nothing to do with, Of 
| Course, business acquatntances are different. One hae 

to meet them, and be pleasant and familiar, but there 
it ends, or end, 


Mxacy.—Soak in cold water till very soft, then wash 
in tepid soapsuds; scrape off any flesh that may have 
been on, wring oat of the scapsuds, put intos 
pickle made up in the wing proportions, using 
more or Jeas than given according to the number to be 
treated :—To five gallons soft water add three-and-a- 
half pounds common «alt; stir titl dissolved, then slowly 
stir in one-and.a quarter pounds commercial sulphuric 
acid Pat in the skins and let them remain fm for four 
hours; then rinse in cold water; wring out and havg to 
dry in the shate. When half dry keep pulling ovt and 
handling till perfectly dry. iwally comb the fu 
smooth. The softoess when depends wpon the 
amount of pulling out and handling while drying. 


not care to ask to 














Tax Loxpox Reaper can be sont to any part of the 
world, post-free Three- Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilitng and Bightpence. The yearly subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including Christmas Part, is 
Hight Shillings and Kightpence, post-free. 


Arm Bace Noumerrs, Parnrs snd Vo_tomm are in 
print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 


NOTICE.—Part 447,is Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
post free, Bightpence. Also Vol. LXX., bound in 
cloth, 4s. 6d, 


Tax INDEX ro Vor. LXX. is now Beady; Prico 
Ono Penny, post-free, Three-halfpence. 


Aut Larzmns To Bs ADDRESEED TO THE EK) iron 
Wa Lonpow Reaper, 26, Oatberine Birect, Strand, 


»", We cannot undertake to return rejected manu- 
scripts, 
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WORTH A GUINEA A BOX! 


BEECHAM’ PILLS 








| Beecham's Pills 


| Beecham’s Pills 


) Beecham’s Pills 


| Beecham’s Pills 


| Beecham’s Pills 


; 


| Beecham’s Pills 


| Beecham’s Pills 


r 
Bilious Attacks. 








Nervous Disorders. 





Beecham’s Pills 


For Indigestion 
in all its Forms. 





Beecham’s Pills 


Have Saved the 
Lives of Thousands. 








Regulate the 
Secretions. 





For Giddiness. 





Ensure Assimilation 
of Food. 





Cure Dys 
ca nae Ferme. 








Beechamn's Pills 


For Dizziness 
and Drowsiness. 





Beecham’ s Pills 


Invigorate 
the Nerves. 





Beecham’s Pills 


Purify the 
Blood. 





Beecham’ s Pills 


Restore the 
Appetite. 





Beecham’ s Pills 


Strengthen 
the Stomach. 








| Beecham’s Pills 


Are the Best Medicine 
in the World. 





Beecham’s Pills 


Give Tone to the 
Museular System. 








A TAKING ATTITUDE. 








Are Ada for 





Old and Young. 


For Ensuring a Clear Complexion 
Beecham’s Pills stand Unrivalled. 


| Beecham’s Pills 


For Female 
Ailments 





Beecham’'s Pills 


Are Recommended 





by Medical Men. 





_ Prepared only by THOMAS BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, and sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine 
Dealers everywhere, in Boxes, 1s. 1}d., and 2s, 9d. each. 


THE ls. ltd. BOX CONTAINS FIFTY-SIX PILLS. 
THE SALE IS NOW OVER SIX MILLION BOXES YEARLY. 





postage paid. 





BEECHAM’S TOOTH PASTE 


RECOMMENDS ITSELF ; it is efficacious, economical, cleanses the teeth, perfumes the breath, removes tartar, and prevents decay. It is composed 

of the best known ifgredients for neafralising the acids of the mouth, preverifing all deleterious deposits upon the 

4 reliable dentifrice. BSECHAM’S TOOTH PASTE is put up in collapsible tubes, perfectly air-tight, and so adjustable that no waste need occur ; 
the packages are pretty for the toilet table, and most convenient for the travelling bag. Of all Druggists, of from the Proprietor, ONE SHILLING, 


teeth, and is @ pleasant and 








Loxdon : Published by the Proprictor, at 26, Catherine J ai 





. and printed by Wooprant and Kuspxe, 70 to 76, Long Acre, W.C. - 








SOL! 


Te th 
Catt] 
Muse 
to th 


Mea: 
beings 
perfe 
form 











CAM PBELL’ S | EAL 


} 


200,000 Testimonials. “Ga 


Special Offer.to the nai of the Lonpon Reaper. 
bell . Gem” Melodeo: 
‘, Miniature ” ‘Melodeon” 
‘Paragon ”.Melideon ... 
’s “Favourite” Melodeon igh ne won 
Cut out th’s hy send P.O.0. for the amount. Either sent 
britain an! Ireland. Money returned if nut approvei. ORDER AT ONCE. 


With Organ and SS aed agg Charming Bell 


NO HOME SHOULD BE “WITHOUT ONE. 


The Solemn Psaim, the Soul-s‘irri 
Song,and the Merry Dance,canall bo played 


yedon these Charm- 
ing nstr utnenta, 


No knowledge of Music required. 


<. 











MELODEONS. 


Hymn, the Cheerful 


ENORMOUS DEMANDS. Selling in Thousands. | 
a 








WHELPTON’S PILLS 


Should always be kept at hand 


ELPTON’S PILLS 


Have enjoyed 50 Years’ Success 


LPTON’S PILLS 


The Best General Family Medicine 


| WHELPTON’S PILLS 
WHELP Tow’s PILLS 


Ww 


| 


Cure Headache at Once 





All lovers of music should at once send for our New Illustrated Privilege Price List for | 


2, now ready. 150,000 of these valuable lists sent out yearly. Send penny stamp to 


PBELL & CO., Musical Instrument Makers, 116, Trongate, Glasgow. | 


Established 50 years. N.B.—Beware of worthless imitations. 





0 Make a Delicious Cup of Tea without Using a Top 


mJ Nucus: 


Pe£A INFUSE 


H. J.COOPER'S PATENT. 


Sa. “grt 
lls. 6d. 
Is. Od 


Electro-plate on wy 3 ~goamets 
Solid Hell-marked 
Cheaper quality Nic oe) ol Silver” 


“UNICUS,” 








(Mention Paper.) 
C L | STOCKINCS 


OVEN WITHOUT GARTERS. 


SOLYP EVERY WHERE. 
SOLE MAKER-ALFRED BREESE, LONDON. 


Bove. 


Ie the vital principle of Prime Ox Beef obtained from selected 
Cattle reared in Australia and South America. It develops the 
Muscular System, giving Fresh Strength and Increased Vitality 
to the Healthy, whilst 


AS A 


Means of Stimulating and Sustaining Invalids it bas no equal, 
being meat and drink at one draught, and providing the most 
perfect Concentrated yet casily Digestible Nourishment in the 
form of a pleasant 


BEVERAGE. 


Bovril Limited, Food Specialists, London, E.C. 


Directors : 


The Right Hon. LORD PLAYFAIR, G.C.B., LL.D., DR. FARQUHARSON, M._P., 
. and others. ’ 








 Obtainable everywhere or Post-free from 


22, THAVIES INN HOLBORN CIRCUS, E.C. | 


FOR SUSPENDING 


Set your Liver in Order 


WHELP I on’s PILLS 


Will keep good in all Climates 
WHELPTUN’S STOMACH PILLS 
WHELPTO 


The Best Dinner Pills 
‘S OINTMENT 

’ 

WHELPTON S OINTMENT 

Heals Cuts, Burns, etc., like Magic. 


Cures Eczema 


! 





Ask for WHELPTON'S PILLS ¢ see that you get them 


Sold by all Chemists, 74d., ls. 1} lds and 2s, 9d. per box, 
Or of the Proprietors, 
G. WHELPTON & SON, 3, Crane Court, Fleet Street, 
London, E.C. 


Free by Post in the United Kingdom for 8, 14, or 33 Stamps. 





SULPHOLINE 


The Cure for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, 0 Tt i 


Blotches, Eczema, Acne, Disfigure- 
ments. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth, 
2s. 6d. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


Supple, Healthy. 
QUININE AND IRON 


PEPPER'S ‘tiie 





Bottles 
Sold 


Everywhere. 





GREAT DIGESTIVE STRENGTH! 


Promotes Appetite, Cures Dyspepsia, 
Hyvsteria, Nervous Com plaints. &e. 








HOLLOWA 


INDIGESTION 
By their use the Blood is rendered 





CURE BILIOUSNESS, HEADACHE, CONSTIPATION, 


Nerves invigorated. They may be used with perfect confidence by 


THE INVALID, THE YOUNG AND THE OLD. 


"Manufactured only at 78, NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON; sold by all Medicine Vendors, 


Y’S PILLS 


AND ALL LIVER COMPLAINTS. 
pure, the System strengthened, and 
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F.C, REIN & SON 


(GOLD MEDALLISTS), 
103, STRAND, 


The Paradise for the Deaf. 


F. C. REIN & SON, Patentees, Sole Inventors, and Makers of the NEW ACOUSTIC 
INSTRUMENTS, awarded Prize Medals in 1851, 1855, 1862, 1867, 1873, 1878, 1886, 1892, 


and 1894; Inventors, Makers, and Patentees of the ANTI-ACOUSTIC PROTECTOR, &c. 


ACOUSTIC HATS & BONNETS, 


For Ladies or Gentlemen, in all styles or to order. 


pa re 
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The greatest variety of ACOUSTIC INSTRUMENTS suitable for every degree 
of Deafness, for Church and general conversation—some to wear, some to hold, 
some to fit in the cavity of the ear, of flesh colour, hardly observable. 


ACOUSTIC CONVERSATIONAL TUBES, 


TO ANY AND FOR THE MOST EXTREME DEGREE OF DEAFNESS. 


EVERY KIND OF ACOUSTIC TRUMPET AND 
ACOUSTICAL CONTRIVANCE. 


Amongst our numerous and distinguished clientele may be mentioned H.R.H. the late DUCHESS 
OF KENT and several members of the Reigning Royal Families. 
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WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST AND FULL PARTICULARS, 


EG REIN & SON, 108, STRAND, sn mst Breter Hall, LONDON 


BIRDS [eee 
Uc 


CUSTARD. 
fd See the name 
| ; 


| 
: 
ae! 
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a POWDER 
i on. every Wrapper 


is the unfailing resource of every Lady of 
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the House and successful Housekeeper. 
NO EGGS! NO RISK! NO TROUBKE 


———————— 


















\LONDON READER 


of Literature, Science, Art, and General Luformation. 


PART 449. VOL. LXXI.—-OCTOBER, 1898. 
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FOR YOUTHFUL APPHARAI UL APPEARANCE. BEAUTIFUL HAIR. 


os ——- 


KIMPERIAL HAIR DYES 2) 


Harmless, Perfect, 


~™ , d, Permanent & Odourless, ' 


a A Medical Certificate “4 
KAx. with each bottle. Bs ke a 


2/6, 36, 6- & 10/6 (PRIVATELY 1 PACKED). 


d. BRODIE, AI MUSEUM STREET, LONDON 
Established 1868, Once Tried, Always Used. 














Quickly correct all 
irregularities, remove 
all obstructions, and 
relieve the distressing 
symptoms so preva- 
lent with the sex. 
Boxes 1s, 1}d. & 2s. 0d. (the 


a A a A a ee. 


latter contains three times 


Sf ayal the quantity) of all Chemists. | 
Ri \ | § Sent anywhere on receipt of 
enw) 's Stee) 15or 34stamps by B.T. Towir] | 
Co., 


rt WALES Manufacturers, Dry 











den Str eet, Nottingham 
are of Imitations injurious & worthless! 











FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this COVER 


pply— 
ADVERTISEMENT. MANAGER, 
26, Catherine Street, Strand, London, W.C. 
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PURE = 
MALT VINEGAR, 
PICKLES, SAUCES, 





JAMS, SOUPS, 








AND 


POTTED MEATS 


Are sold by Grocers and Stcres 
throughout the World. 








FOR COUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


er ‘ UOLLIS BROWNE'S 
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R. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE | | D® J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE wa , 
is the TRUE PALLIATIVE in rapidly cuts short all attacks of = 
NEURALGIA, GOUT, CANCER, fF PILEPSY, SPASM, — 
"TOOTHACHE, RHEUMATISM. CoLlc, PALPITATION, Re 
orn " | TERIA. wa 
MPORTANT CAUTION, | H*s rn 
The IMMENSE SALE of this REMEDY has given rise to many | SOLE MANUFACTURER, oe 
ree cond Cad eo. A, J. T. DAVENPORT, = 
Of all Chemists, 1s. 19d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 6d, Cer; 52 4a °* GREAT RUSSELL STREET, W.C. daug 
HFJF\,°* M 
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